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ordinary Song or Baxxiap that is the delight of the 


common people, cannot fail to pleafe all fuch readers, 


as are not unqualified for the entertainment by their 


aiteCtation or their ignorance; and the reafon is plain, 


cr 
£ 


becaufe the fame paintings of nature which recommend 
it to the moft ordinary Reader, will appear beautiful to 
the moft refined. 


ADDISON, in Spectator No. 70, 
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that the firf? compofitions of this kind were in Verfe, ane 
ufuall y jung to the Harp. 
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“HE ANCIENT METRICAL ROMANCES, &€, 


The firft a attempts at compofition among all barbarous nations 
are ever foun ts 9 be Poetry and Song. The praifes of their 


Gods, and the atch bi aiiaed ents of their heroes, are ufually chanted 


at their fe fival mectings.. These are the firft rudiments of 
Hifiory. It is in this manner that the favages of North Ame- 
vica pre/ erve the memor "y of pa f ewents i: ana the fame method 
is known ta have pre vuiled among our Saxon Anceftors 
The ancient Britons had their Banvs, and the Gothic nations 
their ScaLDs, whofe bufine/s it was to record the viZories of 
their warriors, and the genealogies of their Princes, in a kind 
of p opular fongs, avhich were committed to memory, and deli- 
wered down from one Reciter to another. So long as poetry 
continued a di, Bind profeffi n, and while the Bard, or Scald 
Was a regular ana fia ted officer in the Prince's court, thefe 
anen are thought to have performed the functions of the hifto~ 
rian pretty faith ‘all ly 5 for tho? their narrations would be apt 
to receive @ £00 ud of embellifhment, they are Juppofed to 
have had at the bottom fo much of truth as to Jerve for the 
more regular annals. At teaft Jucceeding bifforians 
hen up with the relations of thefe rude men, and for 
want o of more authentic records, have agreed to allow them the 
credit of true biftory +. 

After Lele: began to prevail, and hiftory affumed a more 
flable form, by being committed to plain fimple profe; thefe 
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te proportion, as it became their bufine/s chiefly to entertain 
and delight, they gave more and more into embellifbment, and 
Jet off their recitals with fuch marvelous fitions, as were cal- 
culated to captivate grofs and ignorant minds. Thus began 
frories of adventures with giants and dragons, and witches 
and enchanters, and all the monftrous extravagances of wild 
imagination, unguided by judgment, and uncorrecied by art ™. 

T HIS is the true origin of that fpecies of Romance, which fo 
long celebrated feats of Chivalry, and which at firft in metre 
and afterwards in profe, was the entertainment of our ancel~ 
tors, in common with their contemporaries on the continent, tild 
the fatire of Cervantes, or rather the increafe of knowledge 
and claffical literature, drove them off the flage, to make room 
for a more refined Species of fidlion, under the name of French 
Romances, copied from the Greek +. 

That our old Romances of Chivairy are derived in a lineat 
defcent from the ancient hifforical fongs of the Scauds, is in- 
conteflible, becaufe there are many of them fiill preferved in 
the North, which exhibit all the feeds of Chivalry before it 
became a folemn inftitution t. ‘¢ CHIVALRY, as a diftind 
“¢ military order, conferred in the way of invefliture, and ac- 
“* companied with the folemnity of an oath, and other ceremg- 
< nies” was of later date, and /prung out of the feudal con- 
fiitution, as an elegant writer has lately foown ||. But the 
ideas of Chivalry prevailed long before in all the Gothic 
nations, and may be difcovered as in embrio in the cuftoms, 
manners, and opinions, of every branch of that people §. That 
fondne/s of going in queft of adventures, that /pirit of chal- 
lenging to fingle combat, and that refpectful complaifance 
foewn to the fair fex, (fo different from the manners of the 
Greeks and Romans) all are of Gothic origin, and may be 
traced up to the earlief? times among all the northern na- 

b il tions. 


* Vid. Infra, 

+ Viz- AstR#aA, Cassandra, CLELIA; &c, 

} Mallet.--Int. a l’ Hift. de Dannem. p, 200. L’ Edda, p. 264, & 
pam. 

| Letters concerning Chivalry, $vo, 1763. 
§ Mallet, paflim, 
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tions *, T hefe exified long before the feudal ages, tho ey were 


called forth and firengthened in a peculiar manner under that 


litution, and at length arrived to their full maturity in 


the times of the Crufades, fo replete with romanti¢ adwentures. 
Even the common arbitrary fié 


"y fictions of Romance were (as is 
hinted above) mofi of them familiar to the ancient Scalds of 
the North, long before the times of the Crufadés, They believed 
the exiftence of Giants and Dwarfs +, they had Jome notion 
of Fairies }, they were firongly pohiffed with the belief of 
[pells and inchaniment \\|, and were fond of inventing combats 
Aho Yates Wain on penelibal inseam eae ° 
with Dragons and Monfters §. 

We have a ftriking inflance of their turn for Chivalry and 

ry : 7 "a . . s 

omance, in the biftory of King Regner Lodbrog, a celebrated 

avarrior and pirate, who reigned in Denmark about the year 

800 {. This hero fignalized his youth by an exploit of gal- 
7 : (al 1: fi ss } “Lo j 

laniry. A Swedifo prince had a beautiful dauchter WHOM 

bad ghter, 

be intrufted (probably during fome expedition) to the care of 
one of his opcers, alfigning a firoug caftle for their defence. 
Lhe Officer fell in love with bis ward, and detained her 70 
his cafile, Jpite of all the efforts of her father. Upon this he 
publifbed a proclamation through all the neighbouring countries. 
that whoever would conquer the ravifoer and refcue the Lady 

fhould have her in marr tage. Of all that undertook the ad- 
venture, Regner alone was fo happy as to atchieve it: he de- 
livered the fair captive, and obtained her Sor his prize.— 
it happened that the name of this difcourteous officer was 

Orme, which in the Ifandic language fignifies SERPENT: 

2 INT ; 

Wherefore the Scalds to give the more poetical turn to the 

adventure, reprefent the Lady as detained rom her father 


by a dreadful Dragon, and that Regner flew the monfier to fet 
ps I; 
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poet, gives this fabulous account of the exploit, in a poem of his 
own writing that is frill extant, and which records all the 
valiant atchievements of his life*. 

WIT H marvellous sorell las nts of this hard the Scalds 
early began to decorate their narratives: and they were the more 
lavifh of thefe in proportion as they departed from their origi- 
nal inftitution, but it was a long time aifoges Abe thought ¢ of 
delivering a fet of perfonages re adventures wholly feigne 
Of the great multitude of romantic tales fill pref Served in the 
libraxies of the North, moft of them are Juppofed to have ha. 
fome foundation 2m truth, and the more ancient they are the 
move they are believed to be conneed with true biftory. + 

It was not probably till fees the bifforian and the bard 
had been long difunited, that the latter ventured at pure fie- 
tion. At length when their by, ines avas no longer to i7 ifirule Z 
or inform, but merely to amufe, it was no longer necaf Fahd 
them to adbere to truth. Then began fabuious and ro seo 
fongs which for a long time prevailed in France and Englan 
before they had books of Chivalry in profe. Yet in both these 
countries the minftrels fiill retained fo much of their original 
énflitution, as frequently to make true events the Jabje of 
their aek t; and indeed, as during the barbarous ages, ‘33 

_ regular hiftovies were almoft all writ in Latin by the ‘Monts, 
she memory of events was preferv ed and propagated among 
the ignorant laity by Scarce any other means than the popular 
Songs of the Minfirels. 


lem ‘ 
THE inhabitants of Swede Ms Denmark and Norway, being 


the J/atef? converts to Chrifiza amily retained their original 
4 } F ‘ 
manners and opinions fonger er than the other nations of Gothic 


race: and therefore ihey ha aii referved more of the genuine 
compofitions of their ancient poets, than their fouthern neigh be 
b iii bours. 


See a Tranil ation of this poem, lately publifhed among ‘ Five 

‘ pieces of Runic Poetry, 8vo. 1763. :* > Vid. Mallet. 
t The Editor’s MS. contains a m sultitude of poems of this latter 
kind. It was from this cuftom of the Minfirels that fome of our firft 


Hiftorians wrote their Chrenicles in verfe, as Rob. of Gloucefter, 


HI " 4p o, 
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bours. Among thefe the progrefs from poctical hiflory ta poeti- 
cal fition is very difcernable: they have fome of the latter 
kind, that are in effec complete Romances of Chivalry |}. 
They have aljo a multitude of Sacas * or hiffories on ro- 
mantic /ubjecs, containing a mixture of profe and verfe, of 
warious dates, Jome of them written fince the times of the Cru- 
fades, others long before: but their narratives in werfe only 
are e/teemed the mgre ancient. 

With regard to the Saxons and Franks, who it fhould feem 
had made their irruptions into Britain and Gaul, before profe 
compoftions were known in the North, they had originally 
their fabulous ftories and tales of amufement whilly in verfe. 
The firft Romances of Chivalry that were known in France 
ewere in metre +, and jo were thofe that were current in Eng- 
land. In both kingdoms tales in verfe were ufually fung by 
minfirels to the harp on feffival occafions: and probably both 
nations derived their relifh for this fort of entertainment from 
their Gothic ancefiors, without borrowing it either from the 
other. In both nations narrative fongs on true or fi@itious 
fubjects had doubtlefs obtained from the earlief times. But 
the profefed Romances ef Chivalry feem to have been firft com- 
pofed in France; where alfo they had their name. 

The Latin Tongue, as is obferved by an ingenious writer t, 
ceased to be fpoken in France about the ninth century, and was 
Succeeded by what was called the Romance Tongue, a mix- 

ture of the language of the Franks aud bad Latin. As the 
Songs of Chivalry became the moft popular compofitions in that 
danguage, they were emphatically called Romans or Ro- 
MANTS3 tho’ this name was at Swf given to any piece of Pow 

eCLrye 

|| See a Specimen at the end of L’ Edda par M. Mallet. 4to 1756. 

* Eccardi Hilt, Stud, Etym, 1711. ps 179, &c. Hiekes’s Thefaur. 
Vol. 2. p. 314. 

J San Graal, Perceval, Lancelot du Lac, &c. were among the firft 
proie Romances in French, yet thefé were originally compofed in me« 
tre. See a Note of Wanley’s in Harl. Catalog, Num. 2252+ Ps 496 
fc. Nicholion’s Eng. Hift. Library. 2d. Ed. p- gt. &c.—— See alfo 
a curious Collect, of old French Romances with Mr. Wanley’s account 
of thefe fort of pieces in Harl. MSS. Cat. 978. 106. i 

T The Author of the Eflay on the Genius of Pope, pe 222, 
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etry. The Romances of Chivalry can be traced as early as 
the eleventh Century §. Le Roman de Brut dy Maz/ire Fufta- 
che was written in 1155: But it is well known to Hiflorians, 
that (long before this) when William the Conqueror with his 
Pormans marched down to the battle of Haftings, they animated 
themfelves by finging (in fome popular Romance or Ballad) the 
exploits of Roland, the great Hero of Chivalry. 

So early as this I cannot trace the Songs of Chivalry iz 
Englifh. The moft ancient I have feen, is that of Hornechild 
described below, which feems not earlier than the twelfth cen- 
tury. However, as this rather refembles the Saxon poetry, 
than the French, it is not certain that the firft Englifo Ro- 
mances were tranflated from that language. We have feen 
above that a propenfity to this kind of fiction prevailed among 
all the Gothic nations; and, tho’ after the Norman Conquefi, 
hoth the French and Englifb tranflated each others Romances, 
There is vo room to doubt, but each of them compofed orginal 
pieces of their own. 

The flories of King Arthur and his round table, may b¢ 
reafonably fuppofed of the growth of this ifland; both the 
Englifh and the F vench bad them from the Britons*. The 
frories of Guy and Bevis, with fome others, were probably 
the invention of Englifp Minftrels s on the other hand, the 
Englifo procured tranflations of fuch Romances as were moft 
current in France, and in the Lift given at the conclufton of 
thefe Remarks, many are doubtle/s of French original. 

The firft PROSE books of Chivalry that appeared in our 
language, were thofe Pu by Caxton {3 at leaft, thefe are 

1V the 


§ Ibid. p. 2.33. Hit. Lit. Tom. 6. 7, 

* The Welth have fome very old Romances about K. Arthur, but 
as thefe are in profe, they are not probably their firft pieces that were 
compofed on that fubject. . 

{ Recuyel of the Hyftoryes of Troy, 1471- Godfroye of Boloyne, 
1481. Le Morte de Arthur, 1485. The Life of Charlemagne, 1486. 
&e. As the old Minfrelfy wore out, profe books of Chivalry became 
more admired, efpecially after the Spanifh Romances began to be tran- 
fated into Englifh towards the end of Q. Elizabeth’s reign: then the 

Qs 


moft popular metrical Romances began to be reduced into profe, ag Si; 
Guy, Bevis, &¢. ; 
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underftood: and ihey are far more fpirited and entertaining 
a the tedious allegories of Gower, or the dull and pr is 

egends of Lydgate. Yet, while fo much fires is laid upon the 
auritings of thefe laft, by fuch as treat of Englifb poetry, the 
old metrical Romances tho’ far more popular in their time are 
baraly Anown to exif. But it has happened unluckily that 
the anti qQuaries, who have revived the works of our ancient 

avriters, have been for the moft part men wold of tafie aud 
genius, and therefore have always Sapidioufl ly rejed Sed the old 
poetical Romances becan fe founded o on fic CBitzous or popular fub- 
ells, awhile they have been carey ful to grub up every j petty 
fragment of the moft dull and infipid rhimift, whofe merit it 


By 
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avas to deform morality, or sab ‘cure true hiftory. Should the 

* qs . 

publi C en courage t he revival of fome of thofe ancient Epic fongs 
LA ¢ 


of Chivalry » they sas apna fee the rich ore of an Ar iofto 
7 
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among the rubbifh and drofs 


of aatannie times. 
- : . rs Fal 
S uh a 2 publication would anfwer many important ufes : It 


vould throw uew light on the rife ae esensads of Englifh 

poetry. ihe hiftor; y of avbich can be but t imperfectly under /toods 

if thefe are ne pleated : t would asso ferve to illufirate innu~ 
7 


bs nalile pa ages in our ancient claffic poets, avhich without 
their he Ip tik) a be for ever obfcure. For not to mention Chau- 


4 ff By 
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cer and Spencer, who abound with fenpabres! allufions to them; 


I fhail ¢ give n inflauce or two from Shakefpeare, by way of 
i cain "of tl eir ule. 

In bis play ae Kine Joun our great Dramatic poet alludes 
to an exploit of Richard I, abich the reade avill in vain look 
for 1i2 any (rue hiftory. Faulconbrid ige Jays to his mother, Alt. 

ae P 
<¢ Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe... 


«* Againft whofe furie and unmatched forcey 


wlefie lion could not wage the 
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The fad here referred to, is to be traced to its fouree only 
in the old Romance of Richard CEuR DE Lyon *, in which 
is encounter with a Lion makes a very Joining figure. I 
feall give a large extrac from this poem. as a fpecimen of the 

manner of thefe old rhapfodifis, and to fhew that they did not 

in their fiGtions negdect the proper means to produce the ends, as 
was afierwards done in fo cbildifh a manner in the profe books 
of Chivalry : 

The poet tells us, that Richard in his return from the Holy 
Land having been difcovered in the habit of “© a palmer in 
Almayne,” and apprebended as a /py, was by the king thrown 
into prifon. Wardrewe the king’s fon bearing of Richara’s 
great firength, defies the jailor to let him Lave.a fight of his 
prisoners. Richard being the foremof, Wardrewe afes him 
“* of he dare fland a buffet from his hand? and that on the 
morrow he fhall return him another. Richard conjents and 
receives a blow that fiaggers him. On the morrow, having 
previoufly waxed his hands, he waits his antagonift’s arrival, 
Wardrewe accordingly, proceeds the frory, ** held forth as a 
** trewe man,” and Richard gave him fuch a blew oz che 
cheek, as broke his jaw-bone and killed him on the fpot. The 
king to revenge the death of his fon orders by the advice of 
one Eldvede, that a Lion kept purpofely from food, fhould be 
éurned loofe upon Richard, But the king’s daughter having 
fallen in love with him, tells him of her father’s refolution, 
and at bis requefi procures him forty ells of white flk © kere 
** cbers;” and here the de/cription of the Combat begins, 


9 

rd 
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The kever-chefes + he toke on honde 
r > 


And aboute his arme he wonde; 


And 


* Dr. Grey has fhewn that the fame ftory is alluded to in Rattell’s 
hbronicle: As it was doubtlefs originally had from the Romance, this 
$s proof that the old metrical Romances throw light on our old writers 
im profe: many of our ancient Hiftorians have recorded the fictions 
of Romance, 

f i.e. Handkerchiefs, Here we have the etymology of the word, 
¥iz, ** Couvre le chef,"” 


AND BALLADS. 


And thought in that ylke while, 

To flee the lyon with fome gyle. 

And fyngle in a kyrtyll he ftode, 

And abode the lyon fyers and wode, 

With that came the jaylere, 

And other men that wyth him were, 

And the lyon them amonge 3 

His pawes were ftiffe and ftronge. 

The chambre dore they undone, a ag 
And the lyon to them is gone. ; 
Rycharde fayd, Helpe, lorde Jefu ! 

The lyon made to hym venu, 

And wolde hym have all to rente : 

Kynge Rycharde befyde hym glente *, 

The lyon on the brefte hym fpurned, 

That aboute he tourned. 
The lyon was hongry and megre, 
And bette his tayle to be egre; 

He loked aboute as he were madde 3 ; 1 
Abrode he all his pawes fpradde, 
He cryed lowde, and yaned |} wyde. 
Kynge Rycharde bethought hym that tyde, 4 a 
What hym was befte, and to hym fterte, fi 
In at the throte his honde he gerte, 

. And hente out the herte with his honde, 
Lounge and all that he there fonde. 
The lyon fell deed to the grounde: 


Rycharde felte no wem +, ne wounde, 


He 


# 3. e. glanced, flipt, J}i,e, yawned, ‘fi. ¢ burt, 


» Gnd therefore LT feall extracg 


0 7% but the ding circumflances are not 
wuniVortoy the fi On OF any L£ pic poet.— for the above feat 
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poet, to excite admiration and in/pire virtue, by repr 
& she ation of fome one ber roe; favoured by heaven, 
** cutes a great defign, tag teof all the obftacles that eppaj? 
“6 big e LT ee not shy we foould withbold the nae of 
Epic Porm ; caer ce which I am about to avalyfe. 

My copy ks die sided into 1X Parts or Cantos, the feveral 
arguments of whith are é ity Cree 


Part Ty 


= 


im bis mages zs ke pe 7: enorant of Sis name whee acjcen 
~ 
early exhibits marks of bis courage by killing a knight én firgie 


combat, who encountered him as he was hun wc 7 bts infpives 
him with a defre of Seekin ng adventures: therefore e cloatbin: 
himfelf in his enemy’s armour, be goes to K. Arthur's Coxrt, 
to request the order of “knighth hood. ‘His requefe gran nee be ob 
tains a pr omife of ba: Ving ti be frp adventure aj lfigned bé 
feall o offer.— A damfel named Ellen, att tended by 
comes to implore K. Arthur’ s affifiance, to refcue a youn; 
oi “© the Lac xhea Sinadone’” their inifire]s, quo 
from her rignts and confined ix prifon. 
e young knight Sir Lybins : the 


weapongers are diffa engi and obje to his youth : 


> & § 


to acquiesce. And here the firfi book clofes with a a ofcription 
of the ceremony of "ega ipping hie forth. 
Pn eo MTR 
Sir Lybius fets out on the adventure: he ts derided 


dwarf and the damfel for his youth: they come to the 
Sadie: which n one car pafs without encoun! 


7 


called William dela Braunch: Sir Liybius is challenzed 


CV7 Wo OR 


€ 


eC 
supe with their pbs : De la Brau vite is aifmounted : tbs 
. 77, 5 A hed Pe ey AP ee 2 
battle is renewed on Soot ts r Williams Jo a breaks: 


yields: Sir Lybius makes bia? 5s iear to go and pr 


a) 
“y 
S 
ze 


t0 K, ar th a » aS the pr ji-fruits of his valoir. i b 
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knight fets out for K. Arthur's court: is met by three knights 
his relations: who informed of his difgrace, vow revenge, 
and purfue the conqueror. The next day they overtuke him: 
the eldeft of the three attacks him: but is overthrown to the 
ground. The two other brothers affault him: Sir Lybius is 
wounded: yet cuts off the fecond brother’s arm: the third 
yields: Sir Lybius fends them all to K. Arthur. In the third 
evening he is awaked by a dwarf, who bas difeovered a fire 
th @ wood, 
Pes QT dh 

Sir Lybius arms him, and leaps on horfeback : he finds two 
Giants roafting a wild boar, who have a fair Lady their 
captive. Sir Lybius by favour of the night runs one of them 
through with his pear: is afjaulted by the other: a fierce 
battle enfues: he cuts off the giant's arms and at length bis 
head, The refeued Lady (an Earls daughter ) tells him her 
Story: leads him to her father’s caftle: who entertains him 
with a great feafi; and prefents him at parting with a fuit 
of armour and a fleed. He fends the giant’s head to king Ar- 
thur. | 

Parr’ IV. 

Sir Lybius, maid Ellen and the dwarf renew their jours 
mey: they fee a cafile fluck round with human heads: are ine 
Sormed it belongs to a knight called fir Gefferon, who in honour 
of bis lemman or miftrefs, challenges all comers: He that can 
produce a fairer lady, is to be rewarded with a milk-wwhite 
Saulcon, but if overcome, to lofe his head. Sir Lybius pends 
the night in the adjoining town: In the morning goes to chal- 
lenge the faulcon: The knights exchange their gloves: they 
agree to jufi in the market place: the lady and maid Ellen 
are placed aloft in chairs: their dreffis: the Superior beauty 
of fir Gefferon’s miftre/s defcribed: the ceremonies previous to 
the combat: they engage: the combat acfcribed at large: fir 
Gefferon is. incurably hurt; and carried home on his foield : 
Sir Lybius Jends the faulcon to K. Arthur : receives back a 
large prefent in florins: Stays 40 days to be cured of his wounds, 
which he fpends in feafting with the neighbouring lords. 


AN-DAB AAAS 38 
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Sir Lybius proceeds for Sinadone: in a foreft be meets a 
Anight hunting, called fir Otes de Lifle: maid Ellen charmed 
with a very beautiful dog, begs fir Lybzus to befow him upon 
her: Sir Otes meets they, and claims his dog: is refused: 
being unarmed be rides to his caftle, and fummons bis attend- 
ants: they go in queft of fir Lybius: a battle enfues: he is 
fill vidorious, and forces fir Qies to follows the other conquered 
knights to K. Arthur. 

Poor Vv Le 

Sir Lybius comes to a fair city and caftle hy a viver-/ide, 
befet round with pavilions or tenis he is informed, ii the 
caftle is a beautiful lady befieged by a giant named Maug ys, 
avho keeps the bridge, and will let none pa/s without doing 
bim homage: this Lybius refufes: a battle enfues: the giant 
deferibed: the feveral incidents of the battle: wiich lajis a 
aubole fummer’s day: the giant is wounded: put to fight : 
fain, The citizens come out in proceffion to meet their deli- 
werer s the lady invites him into ber cafile: falis in love with 
him; and feduces him to her embraces. He forgets the prince/s 
of Sinadene, and flays wibh this bewitching lady a twelve- 
month. This fair forcere/s, like another Alcina, intoxicates 
him with all kinds of Jenfual pleafure ; and detains him frows 
the purfuit of honour, 

ParwvT VII, 

Maid Ellen by chance gets an opportunity of [peaking to hime 
upbraids bim with bis vice and folly: be is filled with re- 
mworfe, aud efcapes the fame evening: at length he arrives at 
the city and caftle of Sinadane : Is given to underfland that be 
muft challenge the confiable of the cafile to fingle combat before 
he can be received as a gueft: they juft: the confiable is worft- 
ed: Sir Lybius is feafted in the cafile: he declares his intention 
of delivering their lady; and inquires the particulars of her 
biftory. ** Twe Negromancers have built a fine palace by 
forcery, and there keep her inchanted, till foe will furrender 

her dutchy to them, and yield to fuck bafe conditions as they 
evould impose.” 


= 7) ~~ J: 7 ‘ 7 p 
Early o% tne morrow Sir Lybius sets cut Jor the inchantid 
” the court: enters the hall: the wondei's 
ot 43 fy bj Aninting + p fy ¢ 
1 in firong Gothic painting: he fits 
: on a fudden all the lichts are quench-= 
hee ear, ye Be Doll o3 
3 Me | alace fhakes : the walls fall Ae) 
. 7 a ] > 
he is difmayed and confounded : but pre- 
“iy a bet Bey mt > ay 7 
ig, ana is challenged to fingle combat by 
Qo c 2 red 
ey ae ae Fe ‘? a) Pe b kh, sited mrirh 7) rang & 
€rS. Dé Gets to bis field. @ Oattlé enfues, with various 
turns of fortune: he lofas his qucapon : but gets a frvord from 


} ie ; oe 
one of the Negromancers, and wounds the other Utito wt: the 
edve of the frord beine fecretly poi /oned, the wound prove; 
fase He PuUlera Ce ‘S Jee c 4, ad > re B t 


‘ 
ol Wie BE ae 
7 i z t es oJ . f° i ah . 
fi goes up to the Jurviving forcerer, who is carried away 
from him by inchantment: at length he fi: nas him, and cuts off 
‘ j E? t } Feb } P; 
his head: fie returns to the palace to deliver the lady ay 6 7/y 


cannot find her: as he is lamenting, a window opens through 
? o i 3 ° 


De 7 “7? / 
“wich enters a horrible fer} 


nt with wings and a woman's 


- i 
Jace: it coils round his neck and kiffes him: on a fudden is 
° 4 , I ' . 7 
converted into a very beautiful lady. She tells him Joe is the 
Lady of Sinadone, and was fo inchanted, till Joe might kifs Sir 
Gawain, or fome one of his blood: that he has gi lolved the 
3 - a * 
charms, and that het {elf and her dominions may be his reward. 
He jo yfull y accepts the offer, makes her his bride, and then Jets 
out witp her for Ang A} thur’s court. 


nk eee Ee ah 4 Pee ry Sire J 
of this ancient piece: which the reader 


may obferve, is as regular in its condu, as any of the finef? 
poems of claffical antiquity. If the execution, particularly as 
to the diction and fentiments, were but equal to the plan, ii 
would be a capital performance ; but this is Juch as might be 
expected in rude and ignorant times, and in a barbarous unpo- 
lifbed language, 
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AND BALLADS. 


T fall conclude this prolix a account, with a List ar Tuc b 
old MerricaL ROMANCES as are fill &ctant: beginning 
with thofe mentioned by Chaucer. 


The Romance of Horne-childe zs preferved in the Bri» 
tifb Mufeum, where it is intitled pe sefte of kyng Horne. See 
Catalog. Harl. MSS. 2253. p+ 7% The Language is almoft 
Saxon, yet from the mention in it of Sarazens, it appears to 


have beew written after fome of the Crufades. It begins thus, 


All heo ben blype 

pat to my fong ylype: 

A fong ychulle ou fing 

Of Allof pe gode kynge { &c. 


2. The Poem of Ipotis (or Ypotis) zs preferved in the Cotton 
_ kibrary, Calig. A. 2. fo. 77. but is rather a religious Legend, 
than a Romance. Its beginning is 


He pat wyll of wyfdome here 

Herkeneth nowe ze may here 

Of a tale of holy wryté 

Seynt Jon the Evangelyfte wytneffeth hyt, 


3. Lhe Romance of Sir Guy, was written before that of 
evis, being quoted in it *. An account of this old poem is 
given below, pag. 104. ee which I can now add, that tavo 
compleat copies in MS. are pisferwed at Cambridge, the one in 
the public Library +, the other in that of Caius College, Cla/s 
A. 8.—In Ames’s Typog. p.153, may be feen the frft jot 
of the printed copy,—tThe it MS. begins 


Sythe the tyme that God was borne, 
Sp Rene c h. 


ft i.e. May all they be blithe, that to my fong liffen: A fong I 
Shall you fing, Of All of the good king, &c. 

* Sion, K, 2. C; 

7 For this and mott of the following, which are mentioned as pre 
ferved in the Public Library, I refer the reader to the Oxon Catalo: 
of MSS. 1697. vol. 2. pag. 394. pendi B M 


No, 690. 33. fince given te the Univerhity ot ¢ 


Ninn geegETnete tee ides api 
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4. Guy and Colbronde, an old Romance in three parts, 2s 
brejerut od in 3) Editor’s folio. MS. (pag. 349. ) Lis in fan- 
zas of 6 | lines, the firft of which may be-Jeen in vol. 2.'p. 163. 


Bi On in 
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When meate.and drinke is great plentye. 


5. The Romance of Syt Bevis is deferibed im pag. 214. of 
this vdl. Tewo m janufcripé copies of is poem are extant at 
Cambridge. viz. in-the Public Library |, and in that of 


9. (5.)—TLhe firft of thefe begins, 


Lordyngs lyftenyth grete and fmale. 


ho Recaton natiee ek iPawt to pee }, 
Le printed copies begin differently, 


Lyften, Lordinges, and hold you ftyl. 


O 
TT 
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Ri x ibivealit or, Leybind) Difconius zs preferved 
Liditor’s folio MS. (pag. 317.) where the firft flanza is 


Jefus Chrift chriften. kinge, 
And his mother that fweete thinge, 
Helpe them at their neede, 
That will liften to my tale, 
Of a Knight I will you tell, 
A doughtye man-of deede, 
In older copy is preferved in the Cotton Library [ Cal. <n 
fol. 40.] containing innumerable variations: the firft line 
Jefu Cryft our Savyour, 


7 Blandamoure, xo Romance with this title bas been 
ere ed but as the word occurs in that of Libeaux, ’¢7s 
D0 Fibe Chaucer's memory deceived him. 


Le Morte Arthure, zs among the Harl. MSS, 22520 


§. 49... This is judged to be a tranflation from the Fr > oma 
Dest : M: 
at, 


| No. 690, §. 31. Vid. Catalog, MSS. p. 304, 
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Mr. Wanly thinks it no older than the time of Hen. vii. but 


at feems to be quoted in Syr Bevis, Sign, K. ij. &, it begins 


Lordinges, that are leffe and deare. 


In the Library of Bennet Coll, Cambridge, N°. 351. is a 
MS. intitled in the Cat. Aa Arthuris Metrico Anglicano, 
but I knows not whether it has any thing in common with the 
former. 


8. In the Editor’s Folio MS. are many Songs and Romances 
about King Arthur ana his Knights, fome of which are very 
So BES /Ome o te, 
gmperfeé?, as K, Arthur and the king of Cornwall. (6. 
24.) 22 flanzas of 4 Lines, beginning 


Come here, my cozen Gawain fo gay, 


The Turke and Gawain, (f. 38.) iz ftanzas af 6 lines, 


beginning thus, 
Liften, Lords, great and fmall. 
Sir Lionel in diftichs (p. 32.) thus beginning, 
Sir Egrabell had Sonnes three, 


but thefe are fo imperfecd that I do not make diftin® articles of 
them, See alfo in this Vol. Book 1. N°. 1.1. IV. V. 


9. In the fame MS. p. 203. is the Greene Knight, za 2 
Parts, relating a curious adventure of Sir Gawain, in flanzas 
of © lines, beginning thus, 


Lift: when Arthur he was kinge, 


10. The Carle of Carlifle, zs another romantic tale about 


Sir Gawain, in the fame MS. p. 448. in diftichs. 


Liften to me a little ftonde, 
€ ik 
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In all thefe old poems the Jame Jet of knights are always 
drawn with the fam e manners and characters; which feem ta 
have been as well known and as diftinGly marked among our 
ancefiors, as Homer's Heroes were among the Greeks: For as 
Ulyffes zs valeway reprcfented crafty, Achilles irafcible, ld 
Ajax Ee So Sir Gawain zs ever courteous and gel Sir 
K ay rugged and difobliging, Ec. <* Sir C Gawain with his 


old cour rtefy”’ 1S U.; uentioned b y CL haucer as noted to a a J 
az bi LS Squire’ e's Iz ale. Urry? 5 Ed, Pp: O08 Vs I I>. 


al, av excellent old Romance con cerning 
another of K. Arthur's Knights, is preferved in the Cotton 
Libra ee he vt 33+ heat is air anflation from the 
> Thomas Cheftre, who is Juppofed to 
e sia of Hen. vi, [See Tanner’s Liblioth.} 


; : Des Se) ae ae Pa ce NAEP fe Bese) 2 
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Le douzty Artours dawes, 


The abowe was afterwards altered by Some Minfirel into the 

Romance of Sir Lambwéll, ix 3 Parts, under which title it 

= i 6 int 4 . . ca a] . 5 J . 

(VAS more gengrally Anowon + Lis is in the Lajtor’s folia 
HS. p. 60. beginning thus, 


Doughty in king Arthures dayes, 

12, The Romance of Merline, in 2 Q Paris, (preserved iz the 

Same MS. p. 144.) gives a curious account of the birth, pa- 

rentage, and juvenile adventures of this famous Britifh Pro- 

bet. In this poem the Saxons are called Sarazens ; and the 

Horaing the rebel angels out of Heaven is attribuled 40 ** oure 
Lady.” it is in wee , and begins thus, 


> 


He that made with his hand, 


13, 
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13. Sir Ifenbras, (or as zt is in the MS. copies, Sir Ifum- 
bras) is quoted in Chaucer's R. of Thop. wv. 6. Among Mr. 
Garrick’s old plays is a printed copy, of which an account has 
been already given, in Vol. 1. p. 283. It is preferved in MS. 
in the Library of Caius Coll: Qamb. Clafs A. 9. (2.) and 
alfa in the Cotton Library, Cal. A. 12. (f. 128.) This is 
extremely different from the printed copy. E. Le 


God pat made both erbe and heyene, 


rr Xx . . ° 
14, &mare, avery curtous-and ancient Romance, is preferund 


gx the fame Vol. of the Cotton Library, ee 69. Lt is in fan. 
of © lines, and begins thus, 


Jefu pat ys kyng in trone, 


15. Chevelere affione, or, The Knight of the fwan, pre 
Jerved in the Cotton Library has been already defcribed in Vol. 
2. p. 263. as hath alfa 


16, The Sege of Jerlam, lor Ferufalem) which feems te 
have been written after the other, and may not improperly be 
claffed among the Romances: as may alfa the Sollowing which 

_is preferved in the Jame Volume: vi. . 


17. Owaine Myles, (/ol. 90.) giving an account of the 
evonders of St. Patrick's Purgatory. This is a tranflation inte 
everfe of the ftory related in Mat. Paris's Hifii— Lt is in dif- 


tichs beginning thus, 
God pat ys fe full of myght. 


In the Jame Manufcript are one or tao other narrative 
poems, which might be reckoned among the Romances, but being 
rather religious Legends, £ fball barely mention them; as, 
Tundale, 4.17. rentale Sci Gregorii. f. 84. Jerome. 
7.133. Euitache. (136. : 

3 18, 
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1S. ¢ an imperator, av ancient Romance of C pical 
is enive jaime vol. of the Cotton Library, fo 20.—Natwit}- 
flanaing } an, Lis old poem bas ne ing 22 common hes 
7 es 7 rT) | Py . 
the bif we oman Lmperors, It isin a very peculiar 
kintd of Siunza, whereof 1, 2, 3, &F 5, rhime togeiber, as do 
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beged at C ae oS Py he . 
orary at Camb. * is a poem with the fame 


i ra | 1A stir 1] Lae « + wance 
rye tlyid ana tal y im Vily oidée ana yonge. 


of Artas (or Artoys) is preferwed in the 
foregoing ae tt the Cotton Library, and 
amb, Lt is allo.in the Editor's hig MS. 

s divided into 6 Parts. —A pri inted Co opy is 


yey / ey 4, Oo.) 
aT? ie ar i 
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Art. déld. And among Mr. 
ays, K. vol. dX Tk is in diftichs, and begins 
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fF heven kyng. 


irramore (77 flan. of 6 Lines) is preferwed in MS, 
folio Volume, p. 210. and in the public Library 

§. 29. Vid. Cat. MSS.- p. 394:)—Tawe 

i e extant in the Bodleian Librar yy oe among 
5 plays in the Jaime volumes with the 1 laft article. 


’ 


* Eatior s MS. and the pre inted Copies b begin 
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Sir Degree (Degare, or ety ore, avbich laft fecms the 
trye title) in 5 BR Sr ts, in dif fich hs 


folio MS. Dara, oe and in 


SS 


fupra.)— A printed Copy és in be Bod, Beans C..39. Art. 
Seld, And among Mr. Garrick’s plays K. vol. £X.—The 
Ed: 109 ‘a i; MS. and the printed Cot es begite 
Lordings, and you wyl holde you fiyl. 
Lhe Cambridce MS. has it 


Lyftenyth, lordyngis, gente and ire. 


[pomydon) zs 


22. Ipomydon, (or C od hl refer 
the Harl, MSS. 2252. (44,) Ltis ind A Sead he be cing, 


Mekely, lordyngis, gentylle and fre. 


In the Library of Lincoln Cathedrad. Kk. 3.10. 7s an old P 


© Tad ~ ths» rE 7 lag 5 77 
swnhprroafk ay ia oohL sae | ae 4 
ein per} eek pre ante C Op) V5 UW nizi ibe woole ay Ji f€#L Lhe 


22 “Ene Squys of Lowe degre, 7s one of thafe ba 
by Chaucer in his ue of heppas "Mr. Ge VP ICR i, Ss a2 BT ‘ated 


xy of this, among his old plays, K. Vol. 1X. 


24. 
Wr de 
brary, 
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The Knight of Courtefy and the Lady of Fas i 
Lib. C. 39. Art. Seld. a pri ited Copy.) This Mr. Warton 
thinks is the ‘ Story of Coucy’s ae related in Fauchet, and in 
Howel’s Letters. (V. 1. 8.6. L. 20. See Wart, O%/. | 
p. 40.] Tbe Editor has feen a very beautiful old ballad on 


this fubject in Freach, 


26. The four follo: wing are all preferwed in the MS fo 
ofien referred to “ie 9 he public Library at yaetrs (690. Ap- 
perdix to Bp. More’s MSS. in nae ai Tom. 2. p. 354.) 
wix. The Erle of 1 holoufe. (N°. 27.) beginning 


27 


Jefu Chryfte in Trynyte. 

24. Roberd Kynge of Cyfyll (or Stethy) fhewing thé fall 
of Pri ae. Of this there is alo a Copy among the Harl. M88, 
i {03+ (3.) J The Camb. i 40 . beg Hs 


q 


Princis that be prowde in prefe. 
£ 


28. Le bone Florence of Rome, beginning thus 


As ferre as men ride or gorie, 
; f a 7 OT FIWWE 
29. Dioclefian the Emp. deginning 
Sum tyme ther was a noble man. 


30. Fhe revo ih tly brothers Amys and Amelion (among 
the Harl. MSS. 2386. §, 42.) I fuppose to be an old Romance 
agg Gd as alfo the fr agment of the Lady Belefant, the 
Duke of Lombardy’ s fair daught ter, mentioned in the fame 
article. See the Catalog. Vol, 2. 


THE BOY 


AND BALLADS. 


I. 
THE BOY AND THE MANTLE, 


Ls printed verbatim from the old M8 defcribed ina the 
Preface. The Editor believes it more ancient, than it will 
appear to be at fioft f fight ; the tranferiber of that manu/fcrips 

paving reduced the ortbogt ‘aphy and fiyle in many inffances to 
the Rh rlakd of bis own times. 
The iqohdbin; of the MANTLE and the Knire have not, 
that 1 can recollect, been borrowed from any other writer. The 
former of thefe evidently Suggested to Spenfer his conceit of 
FLORIMEL’sGiRDLE. B.iv. C.5. St. 4 
That girdle gave the virtue of chafte love 
And wivehood true to all that did it beare; 
But whofoever contrarie doth prove, 
Might not the fame about her middle weare, 
But it would loofe or elle afunder teare. 
So it happened tothe falfe Florimel, ff. 16, when 
Being brought, about her middle fmall i 
They thought to Pied, as beft it her became, | ) 
But by no means they could it thereto frame, 
For ever as they faftned it, it loos’d 
And fell away, RY ed fecret blame, &c. 
That all men wondred at the uncouth fight 
And each one = as to their fins 1€5 CAME a 
But fhe ber felf a did think it done for fpight, . 
And touched was with fecret wrath and [Pp AME 
Therewith, as thing deviz'd ber to defame : 
Then many other ladies likeusfe tride 
About their tender loynes to knit the fanie, 
But it would not on none of them abide, 
But when they thought it Saft, eftfoones tt was untide. 
Thereat all nights gan laugh and ladies lows "hy 
Till that at laf? the ge ntle Amoret 4 
WOL. B Like~ 
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Likewife afjayed to prove that girdle’s powre. 
And having it about her middle fet 
find it fit withouten breach or let, 
Whereat the refi gan greatly to envie. 
But Florimel exceeding oly did fret 
. And fnatching from her hand, ETc 
As for the trial of the Horne, it is not peculiar to our Poet 
It occurs in the old romance, intitled Morte Arthur, ee? 


was tranflated out of French in the time of K. Edw. 1V¢ 


and firft printed anno 1484. From this romance Ariofte 
¢ 
borrowed his tale of thé Enchanted Cup, C. 42. Se. See 
Mr. me ths Objervatic ns on the Faerie Queen, 8vo. 1753. 
ory of the Horn in Morte Arthur varies a good 
ar eines ‘ me 
a from tis of our Poet, as the reader will judce 


Fy oi te fol Wing extract, ——"” By the way th Dey met with 
a knight that was Sent Fit Morgan le Faye to king 


a 


Arthur, and this knight ad a pat, " horne all Larnifped 
<¢ pith gold, and the horne baa uch a virtue that there 
<6 ight no la: ty P Gf, gentlewo man drinke e of that hor ne, but 


se 3 foe wwere true to her hufband : anid if fice were Salle 
‘© the foould Spill all the drinke, and if /hee were true unto 
cc her lorde, fhee might drink - peace bly: and os @ of 
ac queene Guenever and in defpite ofnats Launcelot du Lake, 
“s this borne was fent unto king Arthur.” This horn is 
intercepted and bro ght unto another king named Marke, 
whois not a whit more fortunate than the Briti/p hero; 
for he makes <: bis queene drinke thereof and an hundred 
“ss Jadies moe, and there were out foure ladies of all thofe 
‘s that drank cleane”’ of wh ich number the Said queens 
proves not to be one | Boor Aa, chap. 22. Ed. 1632. } 

In other refpects the two frories are fo different, tha ‘ we 
have j ft reafon to Suppofe this Ballad was written before 
that romance was tranflated into Englifb. 

As for queen zGueénever, fhe is bere: reprefented no other-wi/e, 
than as we find her in old biffories and romances. Holinfhed 
objerves, that ** fhe was evil repo orted of, as noted of inconti~ 
nence and breach o of faith to bir hufband.” Vol. 1. p. 93. 
tr SucH READERS, AS HAVE NO RELISH FOR PURE 
ANTIQUITY, WILL FIND A MORE MODERN COPY- OF 
THIS BALLAD AT THE END OF THE VOLUME. 
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N the third day of may, 
To Carleile did come 
A kind curteous child, 


That cold much of wifdome. 


A kirtle and a mantle 
This child had uppon, 


an : 
With ¢ brooches’? and singes 
qQ 


He had a fute of filke 


Without he cold of curtefve 


He thought itt much thame. 
S$ 


God fpeede thee, king Arthur, 
Sitting at thy meate: 
And the goodly queene Guénever, 


I cannott her foreett. 


I tell you, lords, in this hall; 
I hett you all to ¢ heede’ ; 


B: Cent ww ha he re Cou 
mxcept you be tie more jurer 


Is for you to dread. 


He plucked out of his poterver, 
And longer wold not dwell 
He_ pulled forth a pretty mantle, 


Betweene two nut-! 


te 


g 
Ye 


sranches, MS, Ver.11. heate, MS. Ver.21. cr potewer 


IO 


20 


9 


Ver. 32. his wiffe, MS, 
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hon here. eee 
Have thou here, king Arthur; 
§ 


N 
Lar 


Have thou heere of mee: 

Give itt to thy comely queene 

Shapen as itt is alreadye. 

It fhall never become that wiffe, 

That hath once done amiffe. 30 
Then every knight in the king’s court 


Began to care for « his.’ 


Forth came dame Gudédnever ; 
To the mantle fhee her < hied’ ; 


The ladye fhee was newfangle, 
Vv 


eS) 
wa 


But yett fhe was affrayd. 


When fhee had taken the mantle ; 
She ftoode as fhe had beene madd: 
It was from the top to the toe 


As fheeres had itt fhread. 40 


One while was it ‘ gule’ ; 
Another while was itt greene ; 
Another while was itt wadded : 


Ill itt did her befeeme. 


Another while was itt blacke, 4 


Ln 


And bore-the worft hue: 
By my troth, quoth king Arthur, 
I thinke thou be not true. 
Shee 


nT 


Ver. 41. gaule. MS, 


Vou. I. B 
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Shee threw downe the mantle 
That bright was of blee; 
Fatt with a rudd redd, 


‘Toe her chamber can {hee flee. 


ee | ; 
She curftthe weaver, and the walker 
‘That clothe that had wrought ; 
And bade a vengeance on ie crowne, 


That hither hath itt brouo ght. 


I had rather -be in a wood, 
Under a green tree ; 

Than in king Arthur’s court 
Shamed for to-bee, 


Kay called forth his ladye, 
And bade her come neere ; 
Saies, Madam, and thou be guiltye, 
‘I pray thee hold thee there, 


Forth came his ladye 
Shortlye and anon ; 
Boldlye to: the mantle 
Then is fhee gone, 


When fhe had tane the mantle, 
And caft it her about ; 

Then was-fhe bare 

‘ Before all -the rout,?? 
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Then 
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ight fhee fp: 
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Bade evill m 


mantle, 


he 
it was of blee 


hrew downe t 
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L 


hee 
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And faft, with a redd rudd, 

To her chamber can fhee fice. 
Craddocke called forth his ladye, 
And bade her come in; 

Saith, winne this mantle, ladye, 
With a little dinne. 

Winne this mantle, ladye, 

And it fhal be thine, 

If thou never did amiffe 


Since thou waft mine. 


Forth came Craddocke’s ladye 
Shortlye and anon; 

But boldlye to the mantle 
Then is fhee gone, 


When fhee had tane the mantle, 
And caft itt her about, 

Upp att her great toe 

It began to crinkle and crowt : 
Shee faid, bowe downe, mantle, 
And fhanie me not for nought. 


Once I did amiffe, 

I tell you certainlye, 

When [ kift Craddocke’s mouth 
Under a greene tree ; 
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When 


i Tele) 
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re, 
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120 
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When I kift Craddockes mouth 
Before he marryed mee, 


7 
> mantle ftoode ak bout h 


Right as fhee wold - 
g 


hen everv knioht in Arthure ear 
hen every knigat im Arthurs court 


ld. 130 


han daa Ia _ 

i DEN 1pe ike dame Guéneve 
mr AN etl ae oes ru NE Ie] - 

£0 Arthur our sIng > 

Che he th tane derma tla 
ole Nath tame yonder mantie 


Not with right, but with wronge. 


oper vou not j yonder woman, 138 
may Nee akeath har fo pS ? 
That maketh her {elf < cleane’? 


I have feene tane out of her bedd 


larkes, and wedded men 


: ih iae take 
+ y =) Ved > ° 
From her bedeene 


; 140 
eth the mantle, 


And maketh her felf cleane. 


Then 


a0. hr 1p AS 
39. DY deene. avive 


AN Oe BTA Epis: 


Then f{pake the litle boy, 

That kept the mantle in hold ; 

Sayes, king, chaften thy wiffe, 145 
Of her words fhee is too bold: 

Shee is a bitch and a witch, 

And whore bold : 

King, in thine owne hall, 


Thou art a cuckold. 150 


The litle boy ftoode 
Looking out a dore ; 
« And there as he was lookinge 


> 


‘ He was ware of a wyld bore. 


He was ware of a wyld bore, 155 
Wold have werryed a mani: 

He pulled forth a wood kniffe, 

Faft thither that he ran: 

He brought in the bores head, 


And quitted him like a man. 160 


He brought in the bores head, 

And was wonderous bold : 

He faid there were never a cuckolds kniffe 
Carve itt that cold. 


Some rubbed their knives - 16% 


Uppon a whetftone : 
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‘hrew them under the table, 
And faid they had none, 


King Arthur, and the child 
Stood looking upon them; 17@ 
All their knives edges 


Turned backe againe. 


Craddocke‘had a litle knive 

Of iron and of fteele ; 

‘Te britled the bores head 175 
Wonderous weele ; 

That every knight in the kings court 

Had a morfell. 


The litle boy had a horne, 


tat 
O° 
©) 


Of red gold that ronge : 

He faid, there was noe cuckolde 
Shall drinke of my horne ; 

But he fhold itt ftheede 

Lither behind or. beforne. 


Some fhedd on their fhoulder, 185 
And fome on their knee ; 

He that cold not hitt his mouthe, 

Put it in his eye: 


And he that was a cuckold 


Every man might him fee, 190 


Craddocke 


Ver. 170. them upon, MS. 
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Craddocke wan the horne, 
And the bores head : : 
lis ladie wan the mantle e 
Unto her meede. 

Eiverye fuch lovely ladye 195 
God fend her well to fpeede. 


I. 
THE MARRIAGE OF SIR GAWAINE 


—Is chiefly taken from the fragment of an oldballad in the 
Editor's MS. which he has reafon to beliewe more ancient than 
the time of CHAUCER, and wshat furnifbed that bard wit 
his Wife of Bath’s Tale. The orig inal was jo extremely 
mutilated, half of every leaf being torn away, that wit ‘ho t 
large fupt plements, Se. it would hace bebe improper for this i 
colleGion : thee it bas therefore received, bach as they are. fi 


They are not here particularly pointed out, becaufe the ¥ RAG- : 
MENT it/elf will fome time or other be given to the public. ! 


Part THE First. 
} ING Arthur lives in merry Carleile, 
And feemely is to fee; 
And there with him queene Guenever, 


That bride foe bright ef blee. 


a a te it in oe en ls a 


And all his shabai about him ftoode, 
1 ftiffe and ftowre. 


> 


cing a royale Chri 
Wi ith ath and princelye cheare ; 

To him repaired m any a knighte 

i Oo 

That came both farre and neare. 

to dinner fette, 

nt eet round s 

m came a faire damfelle, 


elt upon the eround. 
i o 


1e, O kinge Arthire, 
I! beg a boone of thee; 
Avenge me of a carlifh knighte, 


Who hath fhent my love and mee, 


In Tearne-Wadling his caftle ftands, 
All on a hill foe hye, 

And proudlye rife the battlements, 
And gaye the ftreameres flye. 


Noe gentle knighte, nor ladye faire, 
May ea that caftle-walle : 

t foule difcurteous knighte, 

wha will them befalle. 


Hice’s twyce the fize of common men, 
’ thewes, and finewes ftronge, 
on his backe he bears a clubbe, 


th thicke and longe. 


Io 


20 


30 
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This grimme barone ’twas our harde happe, 
But yefter morne to fee ; 
When to his bowre he bore my love, 


> 
Wt 


And fore mifufed mee. 


And when I told him king Arthire, 
As lyttle fhold him fpare ; 
Goe tell, fayd hee, that cuckold kinge, 
‘To meete mee if he dare. 40 


Upp then fterted king Arthire, 
And {ware by hille and dale, 

He ne’er wolde quitt that grimme barone 
Till he had made him quail. 


Goe fetch my fword Excalibar : 45 


Goe faddle mee my fteede ; 


i 
= 
© 
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oO 
is} 
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Nowe, by my faye, that gri 


Shall rue this ruthfulle deede. 


And when he came to Tearne Wadlinge 
Benethe the caftle walle : 50 
<< Come forth; come forth; thou proude baréne, 
Or yielde thyfelf my thralle.” 


On magicke grounde that caftle ftoode, 
And fene’d with many a fpelle: 
Noe valiant knighte could tread thereon, 5 


A RISE Ne ae 
But ftraite his courage felle, 


Aeteerie tines ay 


PAP EE Sp ee 


14 


ANCIENT SGHRES 


Forth then rufh’d that carlith knight, 
King Arthur felte the charme : 
is iturdy finewes loft their ftrengthe, 
Downe funke his feeble arme. 60 
Nowe yield thee, yield thee, kinge Arthire, 
Now yield thee, unto mee: 
Or fighte with mee, or lofe thy lande, 


IAT i ics ea ee ask 
Noe better termes maye bee. 


Unleffe thou fweare upon the rood, 65 
And promife on thy faye, 
Here to returne to Tearne Wadling, 


Upon the new-yeare’s daye : 


And bringe me worde what thing it is 


All women mofte defyre : 70 
This is thy ranfome, Arthur, he fayes, 

Ue have noe other hyre. 
King Arthur then helde up his hande, 

And {ware upon his faye, 
Then tooke his leave of the grimme barone 75 


And faite hee rode awaye. 


And he rode eaft, and he rode weft, 


And as Atnthe. a. 0 
42114 Qld Qj all inquyre, 


ae ~ sig 
What thine 1 


ng it 1s all women crave, 


Bias A sxplad eh ea ae 
4A4NnG Wnat they M104t defyre. 


ANDY Bla -L Wags: 15 


Some told him riches, pompe, or ftate ; 
Some rayment fine and brighte ; . 
Some told him mirthe ; fome flatterye 5 


1 


And fome a jollye } knighte. 


In letteres all king Arthur wrote, 85 
And feal’d them with his ringe: 
But ftill his eae was helde in doubte, 


Each tolde a different thinge. 


Ae rit! all lo enda TeF 2 Are 
45 rutniulie ne roae over a more, 


7 a VAs; +e 
He 1aW a iaaye fette go 


q 


Her nofe was crookt and turnd outwarde, 
Her chin ftoode all awrye; 


teow 4 Nt te a 1 y ‘ , 
And where as fholde have been her mouthe, 95 


= nea SF 


= > 
Ad c ) 
cr c $1 4 : 1. ny wae. 
A worfe-form’d ladye than fhe was, 
is F 
WIA a yeast 
INO man mote ever Vi€we. 109 
1 6 
r rae ~ er yids ae 
T’o hail the king in feemelye torte 
mths pe a felis Lasnie 
L nis laaye was rule raine 5 
Di hes a Awe fave ainag’a 
Hut King Artohaare e¢ all #O0Ye ali Oy» : 
5 
WT Pre Peer | a 2 
INO auniwere Mace acaine, 


What 


What wight art thou, the ladye fayd, 105 
That wilt not.fpeake to mee 


ai a may chance to eafe thy paine, 
f 


If thou wilt eafe my paine, he fayd, 


And helpe me in my neede ; 110 
Afk what thou wilt, thou sve rimme ladyé, 
And it fhall-bee thy m 
O {weare mee this upon the roode 
And promife on thy faye ; 
And here the fecrette I wil] telle, 115 


That fhall thy ranfome paye. 


King Arthur promis’d on his faye, 
And {ware upon the roode ; 
The fecrette then the ladye toh, 
As lightlye well thee cou’de. 120 
Now this fhall be my paye, fir king, 
And this my guerdon bee, 
That fome yong, fair and courtlye knight, 
Thou bringe to marrye mee. 


Faft then pricked king Arthire 125 
Ore hille, and dale, and downe : 
And foone he founde the barone’s bowre; 


ee ee 5 . x 
4ind ioone the grimme barojne. 
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He bare his clubbe upon his backe, 
Hee ftoode bothe ftiffe and ftronge ; 

And, when he had the letters reade, 
Awaye the lettres flunge, 


Nowe yielde thee, Arthur, and thy lands, 
All forfeit unto mee ; 

For this is not thy paye, fir king, 
Nor may thy ranfome bee. 


Yet hold thy hand, thou proude baréne, 
I praye thee hold thy hand ; 

And give mee leave to {veake once moe 
In refkewe of my land. 


This morne, as I came over a more, 
I faw a ladye fette 

Betwene anoke, anda greene holléye, 
All clad in riche fearlétte. 


Shee fayes, all women will have their wille, 
This is their chief defyre; 

Now yield, as thou art a barone true, 
That I have payd mine hyre. 


An earlye vengeaunce light on her! 
The carlith baron fwore : 

Shee was my fifter tolde thee. this, 
And fhee’s a mifhapen whore. 


Vot. I, C 
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SORES oR epece aines B seers pe 


ANCIENT SONGS 


But here I will make mine avowe, 
To do her as ill a turne: 

For an ever I may that foule theefe gette, 155 
In a fyre I will her burne. 


PART THE SECONDE. 


t Omewarde pricked king Arthure, 
And a wearye man was hee ; 
And foone he mette queene Guenever, 


That bride fo bright of blee. 


What newes! what newes! thou noble king, 5 
Howe, Arthur, haft thou fped? 

Where haft thou hung the carlifh knighte? 
And where beftow’d his head? 


The carlifh knight is fafe for mee, 

And free fro mortal harme : nn) 
On magicke grounde his caftle flands, 

And fenc’d with many a charme. 


T’o bowe to him I was fulle faine, 

And yielde mee to his hand : 
And but fora lothly ladye, there 15 
I fholde have loft my land. 
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And nowe this fills my hearte with woe, 
And forrowe of my life ; 
I {wore a yonge, and courttlye knight, 
Sholde marry her to his wife. 20 


Then befpake him fir Gawaine, 
That was ever a gentle knighte : 

That lothly ladye I will wed ; 
Therefore be merrye and lighte. 


Nowe naye, nowe naye, good fir Gawaine, ¢ 
My fifter’s fonne yee bee: 

This lothlye ladye’s all too grimme, 
And all too foule for yee. 


Her nofe is crookt and turnd outwarde, 

Her chin ftands all awrye: 30 
A worfe form’d ladye than thee is 

Was never feen with eye. 


What though her chin fland all awrye, 
And thee be foule to fee: ; ) 

Pll marry her, unkle, for thy fake, i. 
And I?ll thy ranfome bee, 


Lo) 
Wa 


Nowe thankes ! nowe thankes ! good fir Gawaine, 
And a bleffing thee betyde! S| 
To-morrow wee’ll have knights and {quires, 
And wee’ll goe fetch thy bride, 40 
Cr2 
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And wee’ll have hawkes and wee’ll have houndes 
To cover our intent; 


: 
Aig 
~3¢ 


1 wee’ll away to the greene foreft, 
As wee a hunting went. 

Sir Lancelot, fir Stephen bolde 45 
They rode with them that daye; 

And foremofte of the companye 


There rode the ftewarde Kaye: 


€ce did fir Banier and fir Bore, 

And eke fir Garratte keene, 59 
Sir Triftram too, that gentle knight, 

To the foreft frefhe and greene. 


And when they came to the greene forrett, 
Beneathe a faire holley tree 
There fate that ladye in riche fcarlette 55 


That unfeemelye was to fee. 


Sir Kay beheld that lady’s face, 
And looked upon her {weere ; 
Whoever kiffes that ladye, he fayes, 
Of his kiffe he ftands in feare. 6e 


Sir Kay beheld that ladye againe, 
And looked upon her fnout ; 
Whoever kiffes that ladye, he fayes, 
Of his kiffe he ftands in doubt. 
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Peace, brother Kay, fayde fir Gawain, 6c 
And amend thee of thy life: 

For there is a knight amongft us all, 
Muft marry her to his wife. 


What marry this foule queane, quoth Kay, 

I’the devil’s name anone ; 70 
Get mee a wife wherever I maye, 

I’m fure fhee fhall bee none. 


Then fome tooke up their hawkes in hafte, 
And fome took up their houndes ; 

And fayd they wolde not marry her, 
For cities, nor for townes. 


“I 
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Then befpake him king Arthure, 
And fware there by this daye ; 


For a little foule fighte and miflikinge, 


Yee fhall not fay her naye. 8a 


es, peace; fir Gawaine fayd, 


Pras) 


Peace, lordin 
Nor make debate and ftrife ; 

This lothlye ladye I will take, 
And marry her to my wife. 


Nowe thankes, now thankes, good fir Gawaine, 
And a bleffinge be thy meede! 8 
For as I am thine owne ladye, 
Thou never fhalt rue this deede. 


C 3 
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Then up they took that lothly dame, 

And home anone they bringe : go 
And there fir Gawaine he her wed, 

And married her with a ringe. 


And when they were in wed-bed laid, 
And all were done awaye ; 

Come turne to mee, mine owne wed-lord 95 
Come turne to mee J praye. 


Sir Gawaine fcant could lift his head, 
For forrowe and for care; 
When, lo! inftead of that lothelye dame, 


Flee fawe a young ladye faire. 


100 
Sweet blufhes ftayn’d her rud-red. cheeke, 
Her eyen were blacke as floe: 
The ripening cherrye fwellde her lippe, 
And all her necke was fhowe. 
Sir Gawaine kifs’d that lady faire, 105 


Lying upon the fheete: 
And f{fwore, as he was a true knighte, 


roy Pare hye ~ 
ihe ipice was never foe f{weete. 


Sir Gawaine kifs’d that lady brighte, 
Lying there by his fide: 110 
«* 'The faireft flower is not foe faire, 


Thou never can’ft bee my bride. 
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I am thy bride, thine owne deare lorde, 


The fame whic 
That was foe lo thly re, and was 


Upon the wild more to goe. 


he thou didf knowe, 


wont 


Nowe, gentle Gawaine, chufe, quoth fhee, 
And make thy choice with care; 
Whether by night, or elfe bee daye 


Shall I be foule or faire? 


To have thee foule ftill in the night, 
When I with thee fhould playe ; 

I had rather farre, my lady deare, 
To have thee foule by daye. 


What when gaye ladyes goe with their lordes 
To drinke the ale and wine ; 

Alas! then I muft hide myfelf, 
I muft not goe with mine? 


My faire ladyé, fir Gawaine fayd, 
I yield me to thy fkille ; 

Becaufe thou art mine owne ladyé 
Thou fhalt have all thy wille. 


Nowe bleffed bee thou, fweete Gawaine, 
And the daye that I thee fee ; 

For as thou feeft mee at this time, 
Sce fhall I ever bee. 
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My father was an aged knighte, 

And yet it chanced foe ; 
He tooke to wife a falfe ladye, 

Whiche broughte me to this woe, 140 
Shee witch’d mee, being a faire yonge maide 
In the greene foréft to dwelle ; 


bf 


And there to abide in lothlye fhape, 


Moft like a fiend of helle. 


Midft mores and mofles ; woods, and wilds, I 


4. 
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To lead a lonefome life : 
Till fome yong faire and courtlye knighte, 

Wolde marrye me to his wife: 
Nor fully to gaine mine owne trewe fhape, 

Suche was her devilith fkille ; 150 
Until he wolde yielde to be rul’d by mee, 


And let mee have all my wille. 


Shee witchd my brother to a carlifh boore, 
And made him ftiffe and ftronge ; 
And built him a bowre on magicke grounde, 155 
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ve by rapine and wronge. 
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But now the fpelle is broken throughe, 
And wronge is turnde to righte ; 
Henceforth I thall bee a faire ladyé, 
| oes ee 


+ hee he rentle lenie 
#ailli JICC be a gentle knighte, Tait 160 


AUN BALA D &: 


iil. 
KING RYENCE’s CHALLENGE. 


This fone is more modern than many of thofe wh bich fel- 
low it, but is ie e for the fake of the f Jubjed. It 
was fung before queene Elizcabe th at the grand 0 ntertain- 
ment at K enel\ worth-caftle zz 1575, and was probably 
compofed for that occafion. In aq letier defcribin g thofe fefti- 
vities, it 75 thus mentioned; ** A minjftral Mes forth wit, 
“a follem fong, warranted for frory out of K. Arthur's 
“6 ads, whei reof I gata copy’ and is bis 5 

So it fell out on a Pentecoft €¥c,’ 

After the fong the narrative proceeds: <* At this the 
<¢ minfirell made a pauze and a curtexy Sor f primus paflus. 
«© More of the fong is thear, but I gatt it at? 

The ftory in Morte Arthur, whence it is taken, ruits as 
iedeee “Came a ie an Si basftely fr om king Ryence of North- 

‘ Wales, ---- Jaying, that king Ryence had di Fs ae 
<© and overcomen haven kings, and everiche of thent aid 
‘“< him homage, and that was this ; a Lave him their 
<* beardscleane flayne off,---- wherefore the meffenger pent or 
‘* king Arthur's beard, for king Ryence had purfeled a 
66 earl with kings beards, and there la eked. ‘for one 
“<< place of the mant tell, ewherefore he Sent for his beard, or 
<< elfe he would enter into his lands, and brenn and flay, 
“<< and ne res leave till he have thy head and thy beai ‘d. 
<“ Well, Said 1 hing Arthur, thou haft faM thy mefjag ge, 
“<< which is the moft ailainsa: Bs lewdeft meffage that 
ever man heard fent toa king. Alfo thou may, a Jee my 
“¢ beard is full young yet for to make a pul fell ofs but tell 

thou the hing that----or it be long he feall do to me f 
‘<< on both his Anees, or elfe he foall lee fe bis head.” 
c. 24. Sce alfo the fame Romance, B. I.¢. gz. | 

The thoz uoht Jeems to be originally taken from Jef. Mon- 
mouth’s hiit. B. 10. c. 3. whic b is alluded to by Dray- 
ton zz his Poly. Olb. Song 4. and by Spenfer in Faer. 
Ou Ga9bs, 1ocede¢ the Obfervations on $ Spenfer. 


GL 
I ine 
a le 


ee 


26 


ANCIENT ON 
The following text is compofed of the beft readings fe- 
lefed fro om pe: ee dif ferent copies. The firft in Enderbie’s 
Cambria 'T rium phans, p.197. The fecond in the Letter 
ies ementioxed, And the third inferted in MS. in a copy 
of Morte pees ur, 1632, zz the Bodl. Library. 
« N, B. Stow tells Ts, that king Arthur kept his round 
table at <* diverfe places, but efpecially at Carlion, Win- 
«<< chefter, and Cathates zn Somerfetfhire. This Ca- 
* pss JSometi mes a famous fowne or Cafile, zs jfituate 07 
“<< a ver y [Ai 7] tor or hill, 8c.’ [See an exad defcrip~ 
tion in 5 ee Annals, Ed. 1631. p. 55.] 


S it fell out on a Pentecoft d day, 
A A King Arthur at Camelot kept his court royall, 
With his faire queene dame Guenever the gay ; 
And many bold barons fitting in hall ; 
With ladies attired in purple and oan 
And heraults in hewkes, hooting on high, 
Cryed, Largex, Largez, Chevaliers tres-hardie. 
A ae ae? dwarfe to the uppermoft deas 
\ight pertlye gan pricke, kneeling on knee, 


With fteven Fulle Mouke amids all the preas, 


Sayd, Nowe fir king Arthur, God fave thee, and fee! 
a Ryan ie Nexth-varen ere ose | well thee, 


For his robe of flate is a rich fearlet mantle, 
With eleven knights beards bordered * about 


ws hs 


* Perhaps *broidered : fo ¢ purfelled” fignifie 
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And there is room lefte yet in oy tle, 


| hic mitt he dane } hor er {pH font 
fis duit DE Gone pe tho never 10 itout 


wee 


mT hee 
Il thee no fable, 


pry 
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y round table. 
; 


When this mortal meflage from his mouthe paft, 
Great was the noyfe bothe in hall and in bower: 
The king fum’d; the queene fcreecht; ladies were aghaft ; 
Princes puffd ; barons blufired; lords began lower ; 
Knights ftormed ; {quires ftartled, like fteeds ina ftower; 
Pages and yeomen yell’d out in the hall, 
Then in came fir Kay, the ¢ king’s’ fenefchal. 
2 alge my foveraignes, quoth this courteous knight, 
nd in that found the ftowre began ftill : 
‘ + ate the dwarfe’s dinner full ae was dight, 
Of wine and wafiel he had his wille; 
And, when he had eaten and rw ken his fll, 
An hundred pieces of fine coyned gold 
Were given this dwarf for his meflage bold. 


But fay to fir Ryence, thou dwarf, quoth the king, 


def 


That for his pete mn 1effage I him defye ; 


And fhortlye with bafins and pans will ] him ring 

Out of North-gales, where he and I 

With fwords, and not rafors, quickly fhall trye, 
Whether he, or king Arthur will prove the beft barbor. 


1 


And therewith he fhook his good {word Excalabor. 
IV 
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ty. 
KING ARTHUR’s DEATH. 
A FRAGMENT. 


The fubje& of this ballad is evidently taken from the old 
romance Morte Arthur, but with fome variations, efpecially 
in the concluding ftanzas; in which the author Seems ra- 
ther to follow the traditions of the old Wel Bards, who 
“<< believed that King Arthur was not dead, but conveied 
“© awaie by the Fairies into Some pleafant place, where he 
‘ foould remaine for atime, and then returne againe and 
reign in as great authority as ever,” [ Holingfhed. 
Boor ec, 14.] or as it is expreffed in an old Chronicle 
printed at Antwerp 1493 [4y Ger. de Leew,} ‘« The Bre- 
<< tons fuppofen, that he [| K, Arthur)----/ball come yet and 
<< conquere all Bretaigne, for certes this is the prophicye of 
<¢ Merlyn: He fayd, that his deth Jeall be doubteous ; and 
<< fayd Joth, for men therof yet have doubte, and fhullen for 
** ever more,----for men wyt not whether that he lyveth or 
“© 7s dede.”? See more ancient teftimonies in Selden’s Notes 
oz Polyolbion, Soxg III. 

N.B. This ballad, which is taken from the Editor’s MS. 
will receive illuftration from that which immediately fol- 
lows it. 


‘On Trinitye Mondaye in the morne, 

his fore battayle was doom’d to bee ; 
Where manye a knighte cry’d, Well-awaye ! 
Alacke, it was the more pittie. 
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Ere the firft crowinge of the cocke, 5 
When as the kinge in his bed laye, 

He thoughte fir Gawaine to him came, 
And there to him thefe wordes did faye. 


Nowe as you are mine unkle deare, 

And as you prize your life; this daye i@ 
O meet not with your foe in fighte; 

Putt off the battayle, if yee maye. 


For fir Launcelot is nowe in Fraunce, 
And with him many an hardye knighte: 

Who will within this moneth be backe, 15 
And will affifte yee in the fighte. 

The kinge then call’d his nobles all, er 
Before the breakinge of the daye; by 

And tolde them howe fir Gawaine came, 
And there to him thefe wordes did faye. 20 : : 


His nobles all this counfayle gave, | Pil 
That earlye in the morning, hee 

Shold fend awaye an herauld at armes, 
To afke a parley faire and free. 


Then twelve good knightes king Arthure chofe, 25 
The beft of all that with him were: 
To parley with the foe in field, 


= 


And make with him agreement faire. 
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But noe man fhold 


Alacke ! 


read ineff {fe th 1ere 
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durfte not 


he his nephew 


As ever was in Chriftentie, 
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The king he harged a all his hofte, 


for to bee = 


man fholde noe weapon fturre, 


Unleffe « {word drawne they thold fee. 


Mordred on the other parte, 


f his knights did likewife brir nge ; 
ne beite of all his comp panye, 


o hold the parley with the kinge, 


Sir Mordred alfoe charged his hofte, 
In readineffe there for to bee ; 

€ noe weapon fturre, 

3ut if a fworde drawne they fhold fee. 


his unkle trufte, 


fothe to tel] - 


it was a woefulle cafe, 


As ere in Chriftentye befelle. 


But when they were together mette, 


And both to faire accordance broughte ; : 


And a month’s lea ague betweene them fette, 


Before the batta yle fholde be foughte. 


An addere crept forth of a buhhe, 


Stunge one 0’ th’ king’ s kni 
Alacke ! ! it was 


ightes on the knee: 
a woefulle chance, 
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When the knighte found him wounded fore, 
And fawe the wild-worme hanginge there ; 


His fworde he from his fcabberde drewe : 55 


A piteous cafe as ye fhall heare. 


For when the two hoftes fawe the fworde, 
They joyned battayle inftantlye ; 

Till of foe manye noble knightes, 
On one fide there were lefte but three. 


For all were flain that durft abide, 
And but fome fewe that fled awaye : 
Ay mee! it was a bloodye fielde, 
As ere was foughte on fummer’s daye. 


cA 
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Upon king Arthur’s owne partyé, 
Onlye himfelfe efcaped there, 
And Lukyn duke of Glofter free, 

And the king’s butler Bedevere. 


And when the king beheld his knightes, 


All dead and fcattered on the molde ; 70 


The teares faf trickled downe his face ; 
That manlye face in fight fo bolde. 


° as) ees 
Nowe refte yee all, brave knights, he faid 


hful to your. truit 


3 
Sce true and fait 
And muft yee then, ye valiant hearts, 


Be lefte to moulder into duft! 
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Mott loyal have yee been to mée, 
Mot true and faithful unto deathe : 
ind, oh! to rayfe yee up againe, 


How freelye could I yield my breathe ? 80 


But fee the traitor’s yet alive, 
Lo where hee ftalkes among the deade ! 
Nowe bitterlye he fhall abye: 


And vengeance fall upon his head. 


O ftaye, my liege, then fayd the duke; 85 
O ftaye for love and charitie ; 


Remember what the vifion {pake, 


Nor meete your foe, if it may bee. 


O, ftaye mee not, thou worthye wight, 
This debt my loyal knights I owe: 


Qe 
Betide me life, betide me death, 
I will avenge them of their foe, 
Then ftraite he grafp’d his truftye fpeare, 
And on his horfe then mounted hee: 
As his butler holpe him to his horfe, 95. 


His bowels gufhed to his knee, 


Alas! then fayd the noble king, 

That I fhould live this fight to fee! 
To fee this good knight here be flaine, 
All for his love in helping mee! 
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He put his fpeare into his refte ; 
And to fir Mordred loud gan crye; 
Nowe fette thyfelf upon thy guarde, 
For traitor nowe thy death is nye, 


Sir Mordred lifted up his fworde, 
And fierce to meet the king ran hee: 
The king his {peare he through him thrutt ; 
A fathom thorow his bodie. 


When Mordered felt the ftroke of death, 
_And found that he was wounded foe; 

He thrufte himéfelfe upon the fpeare, 
And ftrucke the king a deadlye blowe. 


Then grimmlye dyed fir Mordered, 
Prefentlye upon that tree: 

And bloody ftreames ranne from the kinge, 
Ere to the duke returned hee, 


Sir Lukyn then he thus befpake, 


Sir knighte thou haft beene faithfulle tryde, 


Nowe take my {word Excalibar, 
That hangs fo freelye by my fyde. 


O take my {word Excalibar, 
And there into the river throwe: 
For here, henceforth, benethe this tree, 


All ufe of weapons I foregoe. 
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And 


And fare the 

A better neer had valiant knig! 
1 thee full ofte, and 
ave I withftood my foe in fighte. 


e well, thou truftye fh 


manye a awe 


With this good fauchion in my hande, 
tthe blood ey feelde : 
oure is come, 


e J ma Ly thee weelde, 


“he d hc then to the ap went, 


n threwe hee: 


For all of co was the blade ; 
precious fone ‘ 

n fayd the knighte, 
it rata a fiword & awaye be throwne ! 
Then backe he came unto the kinge, 
yd, Sir Lukyn, what did aS fee? 
Nothing, my liege 
he waters faire and poh 


{ave that the 


O goe, againe, then faid the kinge, 
O good fir Lukyn, goe againe: 
Into Si rivere throwe my fword, 


cringe here in paine. 
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The duke then to the river we nt, 


as. the kings feabberd in threwe hee ; 


ae 


hee kept backe Excalibar, 
a hid it undernethe a tree: 


Then backe he came to. tell t] 
Who fayde, Sir Lukyn fawe ye oughte ? 
Nothinge, my liege, fave that the winde 
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Nowe with the angrye waters fought, 


O Lukyn, Lukyn; fayd the kinge. 
? §%> 
Twice: hafte thou dealt deceytfullye; 
Alacke, whom may wee ever truite, 


When fuchea knighite {ee falfe can bee 160 


Saye, wouldft thou have thy mafter dead ; 
H ara far hat ta4K ben - 
All for a fword, that wins thine eve 
¢ 
Nowe goe againe, and throwe it : 
1 


Or here the tone of us thal] dye, 


The duke, all fhent with this rebuke, I 
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No aunfwere made unto the kinge : 


But to the ri vere tooke the fworde, 


And threwe it far as he coulde flinge. 


A hande and an arme did meete the fworde, 
And flourifhd three times in the air 

Then funke benethe the renninze ftreme, 
And of the duke was feene noe mair. 
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All fore aftonied ftood the duke; 
He ftood as ftill, as ftill mote bee : 

Then haftend backe to telle the kinge; 175 
But he was gone from benethe the tree. 


Unto what place he colde not telle, 
For never after he did him fpye: 

But hee fawe a barge goe from the lande, 180 
And hee heard ladyes howle and crye. * 


And whether the kinge were there, or not, 
Hee never knewe, nor ever colde: 

For from that fad and direfulle daye, 185 
Hee never more was feene on molde. 


* 
* 


Ver. 178. fee MS. 


f 


* Not unlike that paffage in VIRGIL. 


Summoque ulularunt vertice nymphe. 


Ladies was the word our old Englifh writers ufed for 
Nymphs: 4s in the following lines of an old fong in the 
Editor’s MS colle&ion. 


«© When fcorching Phebus he did mount, 
«© Then Lady Venus went to hunt : 
<< To whom Diana did refort, 
‘ With all the Ladyes of hills, and valleys, 
“© Of /¢rings, and fieodes, (Fc. 


tid 
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V. 
THE LEGEND OF KING ARTHUR. 


We have here a foort fummary of K. Arthur's Hiffory as 
given by Feff. of Monmouth and the old chronicles, with 
the addition of a few circumftances from the remance Morte 
Arthur. —~ The ancient chronicle of Ger. de Leew, (quoted 
above in p. 28.) Jeems to have been chiefly followed: upon 
rhe authority of which we have reffored fome of the 
‘names which were corrupted in the MS. and have tranf- 
pied one ftanxa, which appeared to be mifplaced. { viz. that 
beginning at v. 49. which in the MS. followed v. 36.] 


Printed rom the Editor’s ancient manufcript. 


F Brutus’ blood, in Brittaine borne, | ‘ 
King Arthur Iam to name ; | 

Through Chriftendome, and Heathynefle } 

Well knowne is my worthy fame. 


In Jefus Chrift I doe beleeve ; 5 
I am a chriftyan bore: 

The Father, Sone, and Holy Gof 
One God, I doe adore. 


Dia Tn 


Ver. 3. Bruite his. MS, 
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cotland then throughe manly feates 3 


wa 


Ail S 
I conquered with my hand. 


Ireland, Denmarke, ‘and’ Norwaye, 
Thefe countryes wan I all; 

Tfeland, Gotheland, and Swetheland ; 
1 made their kings my thrall. 


Le) 
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I conquered all Gallya, 
That now is called France : 
And I flew the hardye Froll in feild 
My honor to advance. 4° 


And the ugly gyant Dynabus 
Soe terrible to vewe, 

Thatin Saint Barnards mount did lye, 
By force of armes I flew : 


And Lucyus the emperour of Rom AS 
I brought to deadly wracke ; 

And a thoufand more of noble knightes 
For feare did turne their backe : 


Five kinges of paynims I did kill 
Amida that bloody ftrife ; 50 
fae the Roman emperour 
Who alfoe loft his life. 


Dia Whofe 


Ver. 39. Fr oland field MS. Froll according to the Chronicles 
was a Roman kinght governor of Gaul. 


Ver.a9. of Pavye. MS. Ver, 51. Grecian. MS. 
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Whofe carcaffe I did fend to Rome 
Cladd poorlye on a beere ; 

And afterward I paft mount Joye 
The next approching yeere. 


Then I came to Rome, where I was mett 
Right as a conquerour, 

And by all the cardinalls folempnelye 
I was crowned an emperour. 

One winter there I made abode: 
Then word to mee was brought 

Howe Mordred had opprefst the crowne: 
What treafon he had wrought, 

At home in Brittaine with my queene ; 

efore I came with {peede 


Ther 


Cl 


To Brittaine backe with all my power 
To quitt that traiterous deede: 


And foone at Sandwiche ] arrivde, 
Where Mordred me withftoode : 

But yett at laft I landed the ere, 
With effufion of much blood. 


For there my nephew fir Gawaine dyed, 
Being wounded in that fore, 


The whiche fir Lancelot i in fight 
Had given him before, 


60 


a 


Thence 


AND BALLADS. 


‘Thence chafed I Mordered away, 
Who fledd to London ryght, | 
From London to Winchefter, and vl 
To Cornewalle tooke his flyght. 80 


And ftill I him purfued with fpecde 
Till at the laft we mett: 

Wherby an appointed day of fight 
Was there agreede and fett. 


Where we did fight, of mortal life 85 
Eche other to deprive, 

‘Till of a hundred thoufand men 
Scarce one was left a live. 


There all the noble chivalrye 

Of Brittaine tooke their end. go 
O fee how fickle is their ftate 

That doe on fates depend ! 


There all the traiterous men were flaine 
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Not one efcapte away ; 
And there dyed all my vallyant knightes. 95 
Alas ! that woefull day ! 


Two and twenty yeere I ware the crowne 
In honor and great fame ; 
And thus by death was fuddenlye 
Deprived of the fame. 108 


Ver. 92. Feates. MS. 
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VI. 


ADYTTIE TO HEY DOWNE. 


Coste J ‘yor? QH Ole (7. MS. in th E ® otton Li brat J» [Ve Jp. A 25. } 
e. 


ee ; 
intitled, <* Divers things of Hen. viij’s tim 


X/7 HO fekes to tame the bluftering winde, 
U 


VAS : e ; 

or Or caufse the floods bend to his wyll, 
Or els againft dame natures kinde 

To ‘change’ things frame by cunning fkyll : 


=" 
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ke béftoweth paine, 5 
Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine. 
Who ftrives to breake the fturdye fteele, 

Or goeth about to flaye the funne ; 
Who thinks to caufse an oke to reele, 

Which never can by force be done: 10 
That man likewife beftoweth paine, 
Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine. 


Who thin sei to ftryve acainft the ftreame 
And for to fayle without a mafte ; 
Uniehe he thinks perhapps to Pe 15 

His travell ys forelorne and wafte ; 
And fo in cure of all his paine, 
His travell ys his cheffeft gaine. 


So 
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So he lykewife, that goes about 
To pleafe eche eye and every eare, 20 

Had nede to have withouten doubt ia 
A golden gyft with hym to beare ; 

For evyll report fhall be his gaine, 
‘Though he ‘beltowe both oils and paine. 


F 


God grant eche man one to amend ; 25 
God fend ys all a happy place ; 

And let us pray unto the end, 
That we: ais have our princes grace; 

Amen, amen! fo fhall we gaine 

A dewe reward for all our paine. 30 


Printed Stop the Editer’s MS collefion. 


Lafgerion was a kinges owne fonne, 
And a harper he was goode : 


+ 1 
He harped in the kinges chambere, 


} 
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Where cuppe and caudle foode. 


AN CIENT. & Gane ¢ 


And foe did he in the queenes chambere, 5 
Till ladyes waxed glad. 

And then befpake the kinges daughter ; 
Thefe were the wordes fhe fayd. 


Strike on, ftrike on, Glafgérion, 
Of thy ftriking doe not blinne: Ke) 
Theres never a ftroke comes oer thy harpe, 


But it glads my harte withinne. 


Faire might he fall, ladye, quoth hee, 
Who taught you nowe to fpeake ! 

I have loved you, ladye, feven longe yeare 15 
My minde I never durft breake. 


But come to my bower, my Glafgeridn, 
When all men are att reft : 
As I am a ladye true of my promife, 
Thou fhalt bee a welcome guett. 2@ 


Home then came Glafgeérion, 
A glad man, lord ! was hee. 

And, come thou hither, Jacke my boy ; 
Come hither unto mee. 


For the kinges daughter of Normandye 25 
Hath granted mee my boone: 
And 


Ver. 6. wood. MS. Ver. 16. harte. MS. 


AND BALLADS. 


And att her chambere muft I bee 
Beffore the cocke have crowen. 


O mafter, mafter, then quoth hee, 
Lay your head heere on this ftone: 

For I will waken you, mafter deare, 
Afore it be time to gone. 


But up then rofe that lither ladd, 
And hofe and fhoone did on ; 

A coller he caft upon his necke, 
He feemed a gentleman. 


And when he came to the ladyes chambere, 
He thrilled upon a pinn. 

The lady was true of her promife, 
And rofe and lett him in. 


He did not take the lady gaye 
To boulfter nor to bed : 

‘Nor thoughe hee had his wicked wille, 
‘A fingle word he fed. 


He did not kiffe that ladyes mouthe, 
Nor when he came, nor yode : 

And fore that ladye dt@ miftruit 

He was of fome churls blode. 
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I hold it time to be gone, 


B havn daa beck cece wal a oo 
Or i Nave iaadied your horfe, mae: 


Well bridled I have your freede- 
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For thereof ye have need; 
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Up then rofe, eood Glafeerion 
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And did on hofe and fhoone ‘ 


And caft a coller about his necke : 


For h he was a kinge his fonne; 
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And when he came to the ladyes chambere, 


He thrilled upon the pinne: 
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And rofe and let him inn, 
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Or are you returned backe againe 
To know more of my love? 


Glafeérion fwore a full great othe, 
Q 


3 = | 
ake, and afhe, and thorne; 


1 


Ladye, I was neverin your chambére, +3 
Sith the time that I was berne. 


. 


“4 ifs ple ‘ sls a little pen-kniffe, 
That hanged by her knee, te) 


Sayé, there fhall never noe churlés blood 
Within my bodye fpring : 
No churlés blood fhall eer defile o 


The daughter ofa kince, ane 


Home then went liable 
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And woe, good lerd, was hee. 
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Sayes, come thou hither, Jacke my bey 


p tei 
Come hither unto mee. 


If I had killed a-man to nich 


08 


Jacke, I would tell it anne : 


Pat if I have not killed a man to nich 
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And he pulled out his bright browne word 

And dryed it on his fleeve, 

And he {mote off that lither ladds head, 95 
Who did his ladye grieve. 


Ww 


He fett the {words poynt till his breft, 
The pummil untill a ftone : 
‘Throw. the falfeneffe of that lither ladd, 
Thefe three lives all were gone. 100 


Ver. 100. werne all. MS. 


VITl. 
OLD SIR ROBIN OF PORTINGALE. 


From an ancient copy in the Editor’s MS colle&ion, 


ET never again foe old a man 
Marrye foe yonge a wife, 
As did old ¢ fir? Robin of Portingale; 
Who may rue all the dayes of his life. 


For the mayors daughter of Lin, god wott, 5 
He chofe her to his wife, 

And thought with her to have lived in love, 

But they fell to hate and ftrife. 


AND 

They f{carce were in their wed-bed laid 
And fearce was hee afleepe 

But upp fhe rofe, and forth thee coes, 


To the fteward, and gan to weepe. 


Sleepe you, wake you, faire fir Gyles? 


Or be you not withinn? 


fab) 


oleepe you, wake you, fair 


e fir Gyles, 


Artie and let me inn 


|@aate Lb siiie 


I have ethought me of a wyle 


How my wed-lord weell {pille. 


All this beheard his litle footepace 
As he watered his matters fteed; 
And for his matters fad perille 


His verry heart did bleed. 


He mourned, fighec , and 


as 
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he 
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Ver. 19. unbethought. MS, Ver 9s 


blend. MS. 
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All that beheard his deare maftér 
As he ftood at his garden pale: 

Sayes, Ever alacke, my litle foot-page, 3§ 
What caufes thee to wail ? 


Hath any one done to thee wronge 
Any of thy fellowes here? 
Or is any ‘ one’ of thy good friends dead, 
That thou fhedft manye a teare ? 40 


Or if it be my head bookes-man, 
Agegrieved he fhal bee: 

For no man here within my howfe, 
Shall doe wrong unto thee. 


O, it is not your head bookes-man, 45 
Nor none of his degree: 

But ‘ on’ to-morrow ere it be noone 
All doomed to die are yee. 


And of that bethank your head fteward, 

And thank your gay ladée. 5@ 
If this be true, my litle foot-page, 

The heyre of my land thoutt bee. 


If it be not true, my dear matter, 
No good death let me die. 


? 


it bee not true, thou litle foot-page, $5 
A dead corfe fhait thou lie. 

O call 
Ver. 4&7. or. MS. V, 48. deemed, MS. V. 56. beg. MS. 


AND BALLADS. 


O call now downe my faire ladye, 
O call her downe to mee: 

And tell my ladye gay how ficke, 
And like to die I bee, 


Downe then came his ladye faire, 
All clad in purple and pall: 
The rings that were on her fingérs, 


Caft light throughout the hall. 


What is your will, my owne wed-lord? 
What is your will with mee? 

© fee, my ladye deere; how ficke, 
And like to die I bee. 


And thou be ficke, my own wed-lord, 
Soe fore it grieveth mee: 

But my five maydens and myfelfe 
Will make the bedde for thee: 


And at the waking of your firft fleepe, 
We will a hot drinke make: 

And at the waking of your firft fleepe, 
Your forrowes we will flake. 


He put a filk cote on his backe, 
And mail of manye a fold: 

And hee putt a fteele cap on his head, 
Was gilt with good red gold.. 
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VW ent out one quici agenn. 


None fave only a litle foot page, 

Crept forth at a window of ftone: 

he had two armes when he came in, 95 
And he went back with one. 


She thought to have brought fir Gyles a drinke, 
Butt fhe found her owne wedd kn ight, 100 


The firft thinge that the tumbled on 
It was fir Gyles his foote : 
Sayes, Ever, alacke, ane woe is mee? 
J 


Here lyes my fwee ete hart-roote, 


and woe is me! 
Heere ie my true love deade. 


=z 


He called then up his litle foot-page, 


And made him there his heyre; 
And fayd henceforth my worldlye goodes 11g 


e ‘clothe’ and the redd 
And went him into the holy land, 


Whereas Chrift was quicke and deade. 120 


Ver, 118%. flefhe. MS. 


* Every perfon, who went on a CROISADE to the Holy 
Land, wually wore a crafs on his upper garment, a the 
right fooulder, as a badge of his profeffier A. Different na- 
gions were di ifringuifaed a crofies of differ “ent colours : The 
Englifh wore white; the French red; Sc. This circum- 
france Jeems to be confounded in ae baliad, [Vide Spelnanni 
Glofar. Chambers Dia. Je. } ; 
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IX, 
THE GABERLUNZIE MAN. 


A ScorrTrisy Sonc. 


Tradition affures us that the author of this fong was K. 
James V. of Scotland ; and the Jubjed of it, an adventure he 
bad with a country +) girl in difguife. It has humour : the old 


cwoman’s jurprije on dijcovering her ode has been particularly 


admired. fiiftory safataes us that ‘James auas both amorous 
Ee nurtical s : many of bis verses were extant when Drum- 
mond of Hawthorn L¢ 1€72 wrote bis hiftory. — ‘James V. died 
Dec. 13, 1542, aged 33. 


1B HE pauky auld Carle came ovir the lee 

Wr mony good-eens and days to mee 
Saying, Goodwife, for zour courtefie, 

Will ze lodge a filly poor man. 
The night was cauld, the carle was wat, 5 
And down azont the ingle he fat ; 
My dochters fhoulders he gan to clap, 

And cadgily ranted and fang. 


© wow ! quo he, were I as free, 
As firft when I faw this countrie, 10 
i blyth and merry wad I bee ! 
nd I wad nevir think lang. 


He grew canty, and fhe grew fain; 

But little did her auld minny ken 

What thir flee twa togither were fay’n, 
When wooing they were fa thrang. 


And O! quo he, ann ze were as black, 
As evir the crown of your dadyes hat, 
Tis I wad lay thee by my back, 


And awa wi’ me thou fould gang, 


And O! quoth fhe, ann I were as white, 


As evir the fnaw lay on the dike, 
{ld clead me braw, and lady-like, 
And awa with thee Id gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot; 
They raife a wee before the cock, 
And wyliely they fhot the lock, 

And faft to the bent are they gane, 
Up the morn the auld wife raife, 
And at her leifure put on her claiths, 
Syne to the fervants bed fhe gaes 

To fpeir for the filly poor man. 


She gaed to the bed, whair the beggar lay, 


The ftrae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her hands, cryd, wal-a-day, 
For fome of our geir will be gane. 
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Some ran to coffers, and fome to kifts, 

ght was ftown that could be mift, 
ancid her lane, cryd, praife be blef 


I have lodgd a leal poor man. 


But nou 
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40 


nce naithines awa, as we can learn, 
kirns to kirn, and milk to earn, 


e butt the houfe, lafs, and waken my bairn, 
A 1 | 
And p 


id her come quickly ben. 


f 3 

ne iervant gaed where the dochter lay, 45 
The fheets was cauld, the was away, 
And faft to her goodwife can fay, 
ogues 
Wiito 


aff with the eaberlunzie-man. 


O fr» ¢ ar ride and fi; YAY Fer 
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An d h aft 


ze find thefe traitors agen $ 


raft £0 
For fhees be burnt, and hees be flein, 
The wearyfou gaberlunzie man. 
Some rade upo horfe, fome ran a fit, 
The wife was wood, and out o’ her wit ; 
She could na gang, nor yet could fhe fit, 55 


e 
But ay did curfe and did ban. 


Mean time far hind out owre the lee, 
Fou fnug in a glen, where nane could fee, 
The twa, with kindlie fport and glee, 
Cut frae a new cheefe a whang. 


AND BALLADS 
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‘The priving was gude, it pleas’d them baith, 
To lo’e her for ay, he gae her his aith. 
Quo the, to leave thee, I will be laith, 1F 

My winfome eaberlunzie-man. 


O kend my minny I were wi’ zou, 65 
Ilifardly wad the crook her mou, 
Sic a poor man fheld nevir trow, 

Aftir the gaberlunzie-mon. 
My dear, quo he, zee’re zet owre zonge; 
And hae na learnt the beggars tonge, 70 
To follow me frae toun to toun, 

And carrie the 


ga aberlunzie on, 


Wr kauk and keel, Ill win zour bread 


And fpindles and whorles for them wits need, 


> 


Whilk is a gentil trade indeed 75 
‘To Care :e ab srlunzie---o. 
i 
Ill bow my leg and crook my knee, ie 
And draw a ae tack clout owre my ee | eA 
my 5) i 
A criple or blind they will cau mee: ' 


W hile we fall « fing and be merrie--o. ? 80 


Ver. 80. be merrie and fing. Common editions. 


X. 


CHILD WATERS. 


’ bd fo 


HILD ts frequently ufed by our old writers, as a Tithe, 
ft is repeatedly given to Prince Arthur in the Fairie Queen: 
and the fon of a king is in the fame poem called Child 
Triftram. [B.5.c. 11. ft. 8. 13.---B. 6. ¢. 2. fi. 36.-+- 
Ibid. c. 8. fe Te] In an old ballad quoted in Shake- 
Speare’s K. Lear, the hero of Ariofto is called Child Ro- 
Jand. Mr. Theobald fuppofes this ufe of the word received 
along with their romances from the Spaniards, with whom 
Infante fignifies a Prince. Another critic tells us, that «ix 
€¢ 


“6 were cal Infans, Varlets, Damoyfels, Bacheliers, 

“< The moft noble of the youth were particularly called In- 
phe Psi nn BE J 2 ee 

“‘tans.’” 4 late commentator on Spenfer obferves, that the 


. ; SY, ° ir a 
Saxcn word cuithz knight, fignifies alfo a Child. [ See 


Uptcen’s glofs to the F. Or] 
The Editor’s MS. colleGion, whence the following piece is 
? E 
taken, affords feveral other ballads, wherein the word Child 
occurs as a title: but in none of thefe it fignifies “© Prince.” 
See the fong intitled Gil Morrice, ix this volume. 


“ 


Hilde Waters in his ftable ftoode 
And ftroakt his milke-white fteede : 
To him a fayre yonge ladye came 
As ever ware womans weede. 


AND BALLADS 


Sayes, Chrift you fave, good Childe Waters ; 
Sayes, Chrift you fave, and fee: 

My girdle of gold that was too longe, 
Is now too fhort for mee. 


And all 1s with one childe of yours, 
I feele fturre at my fide : 

My gowne of greene it is too ftraighte ; 
Before, it was too wide. 


_ ¥f the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he fayd, 
Be mine as you tell mee ; 

Then take you Chefhire and Lancafhire both, 
Take them your owne to bee. 


If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he fayd, 
Be mine, as you doe {weare; 

Then take you Chefhire and Lancashire both, 
And make that childe your heyre. 


Shee fayes, I had rather have one kiffe, 
Childe Waters, of thy mouth ; 


10 


15 
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Than I wolde have Chefhire and Lancafhire both, 


That lye by north and fouthe. 


And I had rather have one twinklinge, 
Childe Waters of thine ee: 


Then I wolde have Chefhire and Lancafhire both 


To take them minz owne to bee. 
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Seeft thou not yonder hall; Ellén? 
Of red golde fhines the towre: 
There are twenty four fayre ladyes there, 
The fayreft is my paramoure. 8@ 


I fee the hall now, Childe Waters, 
Of red golde fhines the yate: 

God give you good now of yourfelfe, 
And of your worthye mate, 


I fee the hall now, Childe Waters, 8g 
Of red golde fhines the towre : 

God give you good now of yourfelfe, 
Ard of your paramoure, 


There twenty four fayre ladyes were 

A playing at the ball : 9a 
And Ellen the fayreft ladye there, 

Mutt bring his fteed to the ftall. 


There twenty four fayre ladyes were, 
A playinge at the cheffe ; 

And Ellen the fayreft ladye there, 9g 
Muft bring his horfe to graffe. 


And then befpake Childe Waters fifter, 
Thefe were the wordes fayd fhee: 
You have the prettyeft page, brothér, 
That ever I did fee. 100 


But 
Ver. 84. worldlye. MS, 


AND BALLADS. 


But that his bellye it is foe bigge, 
His girdle flands foe hye : 

And ever I pray you, Childe Waters, 
Let him in my chamber lye. 


It is not fit for a little foot page, 
That has run throughe moffe and myre, 
To lye in the chamber of any ladye, 


That weares foe riche attyre. 


It is more meete for a little foot page, 
That has run throughe moffe and myre, 
To take his fupper upon his knee, 
And lye by the kitchen fyre. 


Now when they had fupped every one, 
To bedd they tooke theyr waye: 

He fayd, come hither, my little foot-page, 
And hearken what I faye. 


Goe thee downe into yonder towne, 
And lowe into the flreete; 

The fayreft ladye that thou canft finde, 
Hyre in mine armes to fleepe, 

And take her up in thine armes twaine, 
For filing* of her feete. 


Ellen is gone into the towne, 
And lowe into the ftreete : 


* i. 6. dejling. 
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\dye that fhee colde finde, 125 
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T sari 2d 712 yaek |) ee eee a : 
Hee fayd, Rife up, my little foot-pageé, 
Give my ftcede corne and haye ; 
. 1° 1 
And give him nowe the good black oats, 
1 ¥ 


To carry mee better awaye, 40 


aa ee Se sean 
Up then rofe the fayre Ellén 
} 


And gave his fteede corne and haye: 
And foe fhee did the 


She leaned her back to the manger fide, 14 
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And grievouflye did groane: 
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1er back to the man rer fide, 
St 


And there fhee made her moane. 
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And that beheard his mother deare, 
Shee heard ther woefull woe .’ 

Shee fayd, Rife up, thou Childe Watérs, 
And into thy ftable goe, 


For in thy ftable is a ghoft, 
That grievouflye doth crone: 

Or elfe fome woman laboures with childe, 
Shee is fo woe-begone. 


Up then rofe Childe Waters foone, 
And did on his fhirte of filke ; 

And then he put on his othere clothes, 
On'‘his bodye as white as milke. 


And when he came to the ftable dore, 
Full ftill there hee did ftand, 

‘That hee mighte heare his fayre Ellén, 

Howe fhee made her monand. 


Shee fayd, Lullabye, mine own dear childe, 


_ Lullabye, deare-childe, deare : 
I wolde thy father were a kinge, 
Thy mothere layd on a biere. 


Peace nowe, hee fayd, good faire Ellen, 
Bee of good cheere, I praye ; 
And the bridall and the churchinge bothe 


Shall bee upon one daye. 


F XI. 


Fer. 164. 1, &, moaning, bemoaning, ec. 
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AND CORYDON. 


/ ww aakin tO Oe ry a Ee Se {YK cabs 
a fmait quarto Ms -1n the edttor’s poljeffion, written 
the tre of YD. Elizabeth: It’s author unknown. 
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When anen by a wood fide, 
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aye was in his pride, 


iuche adoe-there was, god wot: 
fe wold love, and fhe wold not. 10 
She fayde, never man was trewe: 
He fayes, never falfe to you. 


d 


fayde, hee had lovde her fonge: 


Sue iayes, love cold have no wronge, 


T) 
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Corydon wold kiffe her then: I 
She fayes, maydes muft kiffe no men, 


Tyll they doe for good and all: 
When fhe made the fhepperde call 
All the heavens to wytnes truthe, 
Never livde a truer youthe. 


3) 
0 


Then with manie a prettie othe, 
Yea and nay, and, faith and trothe ; 
Suche as feelie fhepperdes ufe 

When they doe not love abufe, 


Love that had bene long deluded, 20 
Was with kiffes fweete concluded; 


And the mayde with garlands gaye 
«Crownde’ the lady of the Maye. 


Ver. 28. Was the. MS, 


XII. 


LITTLE MUSGRAVE AND LADY BARNARD. 


rs ith B? : a Ea ) Of 7 3 
his ballad is ancient, and has been popular: we find it 


quoted in many old plays. See Beaum, ana Fletcher’s Knight 


B2 of 
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of the Burning Pefile. 4°°. 1613. A& 5. The Varietie, a 
comedy, 12°, 1649. AG 4. Se. In Sir William Dave- 
nant’s play, The Witts, A. 3, a gallant thus boafts of him- 
Self, 

<< Limber and found! befides I fing Mufgrave, 

<¢ And for Chevy-chace no lark comes near me. 

In the Pepys Collection is an imitation of this oldfong, 
in a different meafure, by a more mede rnpen, with many 
alterations, but evidently for the worfe. 

This is given from an old printed copy correéted in part by 


the Editor’s folia manuscript. 


Ae it fell out on a highe holye daye, 

As many bee in the yeare, 

When yong men and maides together do goe 
Their mafles and-mattins toe heare, 


Little Mufgrave came to the church door, 5 
The prieft was at the mafs, 

But he had more mind of the fine women 
Then he had of our Ladyes grace. 


And fome of them were clad in greene, 

And others were clad in pall, 10 
And then came in my lord Barnardes wife, 

The faireft among them all. 


Shee caft an eye on little Muferave, 

As bright as the fammer funne : 
O then bethought him little Mufgrave, 15 
This ladyes heart I have wonne. 


AND BALLADS. 


Quoth fhe, I have loved thee, little Muferave, 
Fulle long and manye a daye. 

So have I loved you, ladye faire, 
Yet word I never durft faye. 20 


T have a bower at Bucklesford-Bury, 
Full daintilye bedight, 
If thoult wend thither, my little Muferave, 


Thout lig in mine armes all nicht. 


N 


wa 


Quoth hee, I thanke yee, ladye faire, 
This kindnefs yee fhew to mee; 

And whether it be to my weale or woe, 
This night will I lig with thee. 


All this beheard a tiney foot-page, 
: o 
By his ladyes coach as he ranne: 
uoth he, thoughe I am my ladyes page, 
Yet Ime my lord Barnardes manne. 


WW 
Oo 


My lord Barnard fhall knowe of this 
Although I lofe a limbe. 
And ever whereas the bridges were broke 35 


He layd him downe to fwimme. 


Afleep or awake, thou lord Barnard, 
As thou art a man of life, - 
Lo! this fame night at Bucklesford-Bury 
Little Muferaves abed with thy whee. 40 


Hes if 


z +f sree ee a 
Ani ee gate an enh ren a oan a et —s mi wn, : 
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f it be trewe, thou tiney foot-pag 


This tale thou haft told to mee, 
Then atl my lands in Bucklesford- Bury 


I freelye will give to thee. 


But and it be a lye, thou tiney foot-page, 45 


ile thou haft told to mee, 


Rife up, rife up, my merry men all, 
1 { y fteede, ' 5° 
his night muft I to Bucklesford-Bury ; 
God wott, I had never more neede. 
Then fome they whiftled, and fome they fang, 
And fome did loudlye faye, 
Whenever lord Barnardes horne it blewe 55 


— p KA - = 
fawaye, iv lufgra fe, awaye. 


pers eee ee is ee ene 
Methinkes b heet the throftlescocke, 
KA thin! R« | oo : 
wiethinkes | h heare the jay > 
7 


€ 
Methinkes I heare lord Barnardes horne, 


would I were aw aye. 60 


7 ° x 
Lye full, lye fill, thou littl e Mufgrave, 
And hugele me from the cold, 


For it is but fome fhephardes boye 


A y, uiftling his fheepe to the fold. 
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Is not thy hawke upon the pearche 65 


le, 
Thy horfe eat ing corne and haye Pp 
And thou a gaye ladye within aaee armes : 
And wouldft thou be awaye ? 


With that lord Barnard came to the dor Cy 


aa & 


A», ee A F 
And lighted upon a ftone; 


4 
And he pulled out three alg Se keyes, 
And opened the dores eche one. 
Fie lifted up the coverlett, 
He lifted up the fheete ; 
How now, how now, thou little Mufgrave, 5 
Doft find my gaye ladye {weete ? 
I find her fweete, qupth little Mufgrave, 
The more is my griefe and paine ; ; 
Ide gladlye give three hundred poundes he 
t 
That I I were on yonder plaine 80 


Arife, arife, thou little Muferave, 
And put thy cloathes nowe on, Fi 

It fhall never be faid xi my countree, 
That I killed a naked man. 


F nate two fwordes in one fcabbarde, 85 
Full deare they cof my purfe ; | 
And thou fhalt have the beft of them, ' 
And I wall have the worfe. . } 
EF 4 The 
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The firft ftroke that little Mufgrave ftrucke, 
He hurt lord Barnard fore ; 
The next ftroke that lord vein ftrucke, 


Little Mufgrave never ftrucke more, 


go 


With that befpake the ladye faire, 
In bed whereas fhe laye, 

Althoughe thou art dead, my little Mufgrave, 95 
Yet for t thee ] will praye : 


And wifhe well to thy foule will I, : 
So long as I have life; 
So will I not do for thee, Barnard, 
Thoughe I am thy wedded wife. 100 
He cut her pappes from off her bref; 
Great pitye it was to fee 
Some drops of this faire ladyes bloode 


Rua trickling downe her knee, 


Wo worth, wo worth ye, my merrye men all, 


rye 105 
You never were borne for my goode: 

Why did you not offer to ftay my hande, 
When you fee me wax fo woode? 

For I have flaine the faire fir kni ighte, 
That ever rode on a fteede; 110 


\ } 
So have J 
JU 


have I done the faireft lady’ re, 
That ever ware wi omans weede 


| grave, 
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A grave, grave, lord Barnard cryde, 
To putt thefe lovers in, 

But lay my ladye o’ the upper hande, 115 
For fhee comes 0’ the better kin. 


XIII. 


THE EW-BUGHTS MARION. 


A Scottisu SONG. a 
This fonnet is faid to be of great antiquity: that and it’s fim- i 


plicity of Jentiment have recommended it to a place here. : 


\ Tage ze gae to the ew-bughts, Marion, 

V And wear in the fheip wi’ mee ? 

The fun fhines fweit, my Marion, 
But nae half fae {weit as thee. 

O Marions a bonnie lafs ; 5 
And the blyth blinks in her ee: 

And fain wad I marrie Marion, 


Gin Marion wad marrie mee. 
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Theires cowd in zour garters, Marion ; 


oe filk on zour white haufs-bane. 10 
Fou faine wad I kiffe my Marion 


Theires braw lads in Earnflaw, Marion, 
Quha gape and glowr wi’ their ee 
At kirk, quhan they fee my Marion, Ic 
Bot nane of tham lues like mee. 
Ive nine milk-ews, my Marion, 
A cow and a brawney quay : 
Ife gie tham au to my Mar 
Jufton her bridal day. 20 
| And zees get a grein fey aproi, 
And wailtcote o’? London broun ; 
And wow bot ze will be vaporing 
dill * v wis 4 feu: ii 


1aneer Ze gang to the toun. 


Ime yong and ftout, my Marion, 2° 
Nane dance lik mee on the greine, 
And gin ze forfak me, Marion, 


2 een o2e draw 1 a he pia 
Ife een gae dr LW. uD WI Jeane. 
oo yt - 


eA 
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con na wees 
And kirtle oth cramafie ; 20 


5 a oo 1° 
And june as My chin has. nae Naire OD 
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XIV. 
THE KNIGHT AND SHEPHERD’s DAUGHTER. 
From an old printed copy in the Editor's poffeffion. 
H ERE was a fhepherds daughter 
Came tripping on the waye, 
; 


And there by chance a knighte fhee mett, 
Which caufed her to ftaye. 


Good morrowe to you, beautecus maide, 5 
Thefe words pronounced hee: | 
O I thall dye this daye, he fayd, i 
If Ive not my wille of thee. 
The Lord forbid, the maide replyde, he 
nes ie fhold waxe fo wode! 10 
«But for all that fhee could do or faye, 
, a wold not be withftood. 
Sith you have had your will of mee, 
And put me to open caine | 
Now, if you are a courteous knighte, 15 . 


WP wW? your . fa - 
Tel! daa what 3 your name! , 


Seme 
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a 7 
Some do call mee Jacke, fweet heart, 
Ky { } 1a al] 7 Pe Tille- 
ALi 4 Ait \% Lmee nae: 
eee ee ee +} a * re tines CA rt 
HOw wnen i come to the ings Tare courte 
£ 
ry") w “lt mea 
They call me Wilfulle Wille. 29 
TY * » Rd “ae 4 a ni > 
ie fett his foot into the ftirrup, 
Lid awave. then he 
And awaye then he did ride; 
vy} Diy Pia idl g? Petty < ree > § pes 
She tuckt he1 sa about her middle 
And ranne clofe by his fide. 
PY 1.4 1s « ee 
But wien fhe came to the brode water Bais 
? 5 


She fett her bret and {wamme, 


And when fhe was got out againe, 
She toolre ¢{ } ate | Anne 
ole Cooke to her 1eels and ranne. 

ry 7 


ile never was the courteous knighte, 


To faye, faire er: will you ride? 30 


When fhe came to the kings faire courte, 
She knocked at the ring 


ya 5 SN J ere le S » 
So readye was the king himfelf 20 


To let this faire anaes in. 


Now Chrift you fave, my gracious liege, 
Now Chrift 5 ) rou fave and fee, 
You have a knij ight e within your courte 


This daye hath robbed mee, 
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What hath he robbed thee of, fweet heart? 
Of purple or of pall ? 

Or hath he took thy gaye gold ring 
From of thy finger {mall ? 


He hath not robbed mee, my leige, 
Of purple nor of pall: 
Rut he hath gotten my maiden head, 
Which erieves mee wort of all. 
Now if he be a batchelor, 
His bodye Ile give to thee; 
But if he be a married man, 


High hanged hee fhall bee. 


He called downe his merrye men all, 
By one, by two, by three ; 

Sir William ufed to bee the firft, 
But nowe the laft came hee. 


He brought her downe full fortye pounde, 
Tyed up withinne a glove, 

Faire maid, Ile give the fame to thee, 
And feeke thee another love. 


O Ile have none of your gold, fhe fayde, 
Nor Ile have none of your fee, 

But your faire bodye I muft have 

The king hath granted mee. 
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repens: 
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Sir William ran 
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iNe King 
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ne and fetchd her then 


pour in a de, 


ranke the water ¢clearé, 


Than TT Ave Aes 5 
When I did drinke the wine, 


Rather than any fhepherds brat 


fal 1 


Shold bee 


a ladye of mine! 


T . 
brat even as J was, 


You mote have 


I never had come 


let me bee, 


to the kings faire courte, 


i ?) cr ave any. lo T 


He fett her on a imilk-white ft eede, 


And pias n a graye; 


; ee 


TT , WES 
frie hung a b 
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ey rode awaye. 


a 


e about-his necke, 
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But when they came unto the place, 
Where marriage-rites were done, 

She proved herfelf a dukes daughter 
And he but a {quires fonne. 

Now marrye me, or not, fir knight, 
Your pleafure fhall be free : 

If you make me ladye of one good towne, 


Ile make you lord of three. 


Ah! curfed bee the gold, he fayd, 
If thou hadft not been trewe, 

I fhold have forfaken my fweet love, 
And have changed her for a newe. 


And now their hearts being linked fait, 
They joyned hand in hande: 

Thus he had both purfe, and perfon too, 
And all at his commande. 


Wiy 
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THE 
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THE SHEPHERD’s ADDRESS TO HIS MUSE. 
IS volume, mentioned above in page 66. 


“X OOD Mule, rocke me aflepe 
BZ With fome fweete harmony: 
This wearile eyes is not to kepe 


Thy wary company. 


1 


Sweete Love, begon a while, 


Ley 
Thou feeft my heavines : 
Beautie 1s borne but to beguyle 
My harte of happines. 
See howe my little flocke, 
That lovde to feede on highe, ie 
Doe headlonge tumble downe the rocke, 
And in the valley dye. 
‘The bufhes and the trees, 
‘That were fo frefhe and greene, 
Doe all their deintie colors leefe, 15 


And not a leafe is feene. 


The blacke birde and the thruthe, 
That made the woodes to ringe, 
With all the reft, are now at hufhe, 

And not a note do finge, 


Swete Philomene, the birde 
That hath the heavenly throte, 
Doth nowe, alas! not once afforde 
Recordinge of a note. 


The flowers have had a froft, 

The herbs have lofte their favoure ; 
'€ For haples Corydon’ hath loft 
‘ His lovelye Phyllis’ favoure. 


And therefore, my {weete Mufe, 
That knoweft what helpe is beft, 
Doe nowe thy heavenlie conninge ufe 

To fett my harte at ret : 


And in a dreame bewraie 
What fate fhal be my frende; 
Whether my life thall {till decaye, 
Or foone my forrowes ende, 


AND BALLADS. 
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XVI. 
LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ELLINOR, 


From an ancient copy in black letter, in the Pepys col- 
leétion, intitled, ** A tragical ballad on the unfortunate love 
«© of lord Thomas and fair Ellinor, together «with the dowan- 
<< fall of the browne girl.’ ——In the fame colle&ion may 


g 
be feen an attempt to modernize this old fong, and reduce 
it to a different measure. A proof of it’s popularity. 


ORD Thomas he was a.bold forrefter, 
And a chafer of the kings ‘deere; 
Faire Ellinor was a fine woman, 


And lord Thomas he loved her deare. 


Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, he fayd, 5 
And riddle us both as one; 
Whether I fhall marrye with faire Ellinor, 


And let the browne girl alone? 


The browne girl fhe has got houfes and lands, 
Faire Ellinor fhe has got none, 10° 
And therefore I charge thee on my blefsing, 
To bring me the browne girl home. 
And 


AND BALLADS, 
And as it befelle on a high holidaye, 


As many there are befide, 
Lord Thomas he went to faire Ellinor, 15 
That fhould have been his bride. 


And when he came to faire Ellinors bower, 
He knocked there at the ring, 
And who was fo readye as faire Ellinér, 
To lett lord Thomas withinn. 20 


What newes, what newes, lord Thomas, the fayd? 
What newes doft thou bring to mee ? 

I am come to bid thee to my wedding, 
And that is bad newes for thee. 


O God forbid, lord Thomas, fhe fayd, 26 
That fuch a thing fhould be done; 

I thought to have been thy bride my felfe, 
And thou to have been the bridegrome. 


Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, the fayd, 
And riddle it all in one; 30 
Whether I fhall goe to lord Thomas his weddin gs 
Or whether fhall tarry at home? 


There are manye that are your friendes, daughter, 


And manye that are your foe, 


Therefore I charge you on my blefling, 


=>) 
Wa 


To lord Thomas his wedding don’t goe. — 


G2 There 
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There are manye that are my friendes, mother, 
But if thoufands there were my foe, 

Betide me life, betide me death, 


ro 1 J 


rr bt nt y i he 1 
fo lord Thomas his wedding Ild goe. 49 
. 5 


a? 4 a Fo he oe ‘ta 
She cloathed herfelf in gallant atture, 
1 7 > me T7TP Men al : rreae a 
Ana ner me rye men all in greene 
J o 3 


And as they rid through everye towne, 


But when fhe came to lord Thomas his gate, 45 


Che Iennclre Lasee af' thi en 
She knocked there at the ring 5 


An 


And who was jo readye as lord Thomas, 


To lett faire Ellinor in. 


Is this your bride, faire Ellinor fayd? 
Methinks fhe looks wonderons browne, $o 
Thou mighteft have had as faire a woman, 


As evér trod on the grounde, 


Defpiie her not, fair Ellin, he fayd, 
Defpife her not unto mee ; 

For better I love thy little finger, 55 
Than all her whole bodee. 


This browne bride had a little penknife, 
That was both long and fharpe, 
And betwixt the fhort ribs and the long, 
srickd faire Ellinor’s harte. 60 
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© Chrift thee fave, lord Thomas hee fayd, 
Methinks thou lookft wonderous wan ; 

‘Thou ufedft to look with as frefh a colour, 
As ever the fun fhone on. 


Oh, art thou blind, lord Thomas? fhe fayd, 65 
Or canft thou not very well fee ? 

Oh.! doit thou not fee my owne hearts bloode 
Run trickling down my knee. 


Lord Thomas he had a fword by his fide ; 
As he walked about the halle, b> Gy 
He cut off his brides head from her fhouldérs, 
And threw it againit the walle. 


He fet the hilte againft the grounde, 
And the point againft his harte. 

‘There were never three lovers together did meete, 75 
That fooner againe did parte,’ 


ae oe reader will find a Scottifb Jong on a fimilar 
Subje& to this, in vol. 2. pag. 293.—where for ** former 
volume,” read ** following wolume.” 
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XVII. 


CUPID AND CAMPASPE. 


This elegant little Jonnet is found in the third a& of an old 


play intitled, <* Alexander and Campafpe,” written by Fobn 
Lilye, a celebrated «writer in the time of queen Elizabeth. 
This play was firft printed in 1591: but the fong is given 


Jrom a later edition. 


UPID and my Campafpe playd 
A Atcards for kiffes; Cupid payd : 
He ftakes his quiver, bow and arrows, 
His mothers doves, and teame of {parrows, 
Lofes them too; then down he throws 
The coral of his lippe, the rofe 
Growing on’s cheek, (but none knows how) 
With thefe, the cryital of his browe, 
And then the dimple of his chinne ;. 
All thefe did my Campafpe winne, 
At laft he fet her both his eyes, 
She won, and Cupid blind did rife. 
O Love ! has fhe done this to thee ?: 
What fhall, alas! become of mee ?’ 


XVIII. 
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XVIII. 


THE LADY TURNED SERVING-MAN, 


—is given from a written copy, containing fome improve- 
ments, (perhaps modern ones) upon the old popular ballad, 
intitled, <* The famous flower of Serving-men : or the Laay 
‘© turned Serving-man.” 


OU beauteouns ladyes, great and {mall, 
I write unto you one and all, 
Whereby that you may underftand 
What I have fuffered in the land. 


I was by birth a lady faire, 5 


An ancient barons only heire, 
And when my good old father dyed, 
Then I became a young knightes bride. 


And there my love built me a bower, 

Bedeck’d with many a fragrant flower 5 re 
A braver bower you ne’er did fee 

Then my true-love did build for mee. 


And there I livde a ladye gay, 
Till fortune wrought our loves cecay 3 
For there came foes fo fierce a band, 15 
That foon they over-run the land. 
Vout, I. G 4 They 
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They came upon us in the night, 

And brent my bower, and flew my knight ; 

And trembling hid in mans array, 

I {cant with life efcap’d away. 20 


In the midft of this extremitie, 
My-fervants all did from me flee: 
Thus was I left myfelf alone, 

Vith heart more cold than any ftone. 


Yet though my heart was full of care, 25 
Heaven would not fuffer me to difpaire, | 
Wherefore in hafte I chane’d my name 

From faire Elife, to fweet Williame: 


And therewithall I cut my haire, 


Refolv’d my mans attire to weare ; 40 
And in my beaver, hofe and band, 
T travell’d far through many a land. 
At length all wearied with my toil, 
{ fate me downe to reft awhile ; 
_ My heart it was fo fill’d with woe, 35 


That downe my cheeke the teares did flow. 


It chanc’d the king of that fame place 
With all his lords a hunting was, 
And feeing me weepe, upon the fame 


Atkt who I was, and whence I came, 40 
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Then to his grace I did replye, 

J am a poore and friendlefse boye, 
‘Though nobly borne, nowe fore’d to bee 
A ferving-man of lowe degree. 


Stand up, faire youth, the king reply’d, 
For thee a fervice Fl provyde ; 

But tell me firft what thou canft do, 
Thou fhalt be fitted thereunto. 


Wilt thou be ufher of my hall, 

To wait upon my nobles all? 

Or wilt be tafter of my wine, 

To ’tend on me when I hall dine? 


Or wilt thou be my chamberlaine, 

About my perfon to remaine? 

Or wilt thou be one of my guard, 

And I will give thee great reward ? 


Chufe, gentle youth, faid he, thy place. 


Then I reply’d, if it pleafe your grace, 
To thew fuch favour unto mee, 
Your chamberlaine I faine would bee. 


The king then fmiling gave confent, 
And ftraitwaye to his court I went ; 
Where I behavde fo faithfullie, 

That hee great favour fhowd to mee.. 


§o 
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Now marke what fortune did provide ; 65 
The king he would a hunting ride 

With all his lords and noble traine, 

Sweet William muft at home remaine. 


Thus being left alone behind, 

My former ftate came in my mind, 76 
I wept to fee my mans array, 

No longer now a ladye gay. 


And meeting with a ladyes veft, 

Within the fame myfelf I dreft 

With filken robes, and jewels rare, 75 
I deckt me as a ladye faire. 


And taking up a lute ftraitwaye, 

Upon the fame I ftrove to play, 

And {weetly to the fame did fing, 

As made both hall and chamber ring. 80 


«¢ My father was as brave a lord, 

«c As ever Europe did afford ; 

«¢ My mother was a lady bright ; 

«¢ My hufband was a valiant knight : 


«« And I myfelf a ladye gay, 85 
«« Bedeckt with gorgeous rich array ; 
‘* The happieft lady in the land, 

‘* Had not more pleafure at command. 


AND BALLADS. 


«* J had my muficke every day 

«¢ Harmonious leffons for to play ; 99 
«‘ | had my virgins fair and free, 

«¢ Continually to wait on mee. 


« But now, alas! my hufband’s dead, 
«s And all my friends are from me fled, 
«s My former days are paft and gone, 
ss And I am now a ferving-man.” 
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WR 


And fetching many a tender figh, 

As thinking no one then was nigh, 

In penfive mood I laid me lowe, 

My heart was full, the tears did flowe; 1300 


The king, who had a huntinge gone, 
Grewe weary of his {port anone, 
And leaving all his gallant traine, 
Turn’d on the fudden home againe: 


And when he te gg his eat 
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He apnea to liften, and to elke 
Who fung there fo meledioufli 


Thus heard he everye word I fed, 

And fawe the pearlye teares I fhed, ric 
And found to his amazement t 
Sweete Williar 


was a ladye faire. 


« 
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Then ftepping in, Faire ladye, rife, 
And dry, faid he, thofe lovelye eyes, 
For I have heard thy mournful tale, 41g 
The which fhall turne to thy availe. 


A crimfon dye my face orefpred, 

I blufht for fhame, and hung my head, 

To find my fex and ftory knowne, 

When as I thought I was alone, i2@ 


But to be briefe, his royall grace 
Grewe foe enamour’d of my face, 
The richeft gifts he proffered mee, 
His miftrefs if that I would bee. 


Ah! no, my liege, I firmlye fayd, 12 
171] rather in my grave be layd, 

And though your grace hath won my heart; 

I ne’er will a&t foe bafe a part. 


Faire ladye, pardon me, fayde hee, 
Thy virtue fhall rewarded bee, 13@ 
And fince it is foe fairly tryde 


‘Thou fhalt become my royal bride, 


‘Then ftrait to end his amorous ftrife, 
He tooke fweet William to his wife : 
The like before was never feene, 135 
A ferving-man became a queene. 
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XX. 
G-TALeM ORR I CE. 
A Scotriso BauuapD. 


The following piece has lately run thro’ tewo editions in Scot- 
land: the fecond printed at Glafgow in:1755. 8vo. Pre- 
fixed to them both is an advertifement, Jetting forth that the 
preservation of this poem was owing **to a lady, who favour- 
‘<< ed the printers with a copy, as it was carefully colleded 
«< from the mouths of old women and nurfes;? And ‘any 
‘< veader that can render it more corre@ or complete,”’ is de~ 
fired to oblige the public with fuch improvements. In conje- 
quence of this advertifement fixteen additional verfes have 
been produced and handed about in manufeript, which are 
here inferted in their proper places: (thefe are from ver. 109. 
to ver, 121. and from ver. 124. to ver. 129.) 

As this poem lays claim to a pretty high antiquity, we have 
affigned it a place among our early pieces: though, after all, 
there is reafon to believe it bas received very confiderable 
modern improvements: for in the Editor’s ancient MS col- 
deHion is a very old imperfect copy of the fame ballad: 
avberein though the lending features of the fiory are the fame, 
yet the colouring here is fo much improved and heightened, 
and fo many additional frrokes are thrown in, that it is evi- 
dent the whole has undergone a revifal. 

N. B. The Editor’s M8 inftead of *‘lord Barnard”, bas 
‘¢ Fobn Stewart” ; and inffead of ** Gil Morrice”’, CHILD 
Maurics, w0ich laft is probably the original tithe. See 
above p. 58+ 


IL Morrice was an erleés fon, 
His name it waxed wide ; 


Saneciobhat upstairs Bz ge os ceeungenst f 


APY RES eT sate tk 
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It was nae for his great richés, 
Nor zet his mickle pride ; 

Bot it was for a lady gay, 
That livd on Carron fide. 


re 


Quhair fall I get a bonny boy, 
That will win hofe and fhoen : 
That will gae té lord Barnard; ha’, 

And bid his lady cum ? 
And ze maun rin errand Willie ; 
And ze may rin wi? pride ; 
Quhen other boys gae on their foot, 
On horfe-back ze fall ride, 


190 


Ono! Ohno! my mafter dear! 
I dare nae for my life; 

I'll no gae to the bauld baréns, 
None to cide furth his wife, 

My bird Willie, my boy Willie ; 
My dear Willie, he fayd : 

How can ze ftrive againft the ftream'? 


For I fhall be o beyd. 


2Q 


Bot, O my mafter dear! he cryd, 
In grene wod ze’re zour lain ; 

Gi owre fic thochts, I walde ze rede, 25 
For fear ze fhould be tain. 

taite, hafte, I en gae to the ha’, 


Bid hir cum hére wi? fpeid : 


rg {> Cy Spe eee vae - 
Per. 11. fomething feems wanting bere. 
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if ze refufe my heigh command, 
Ill gar zour body bleid. 


La) 
© 


Gae bid hir take this gay mantel, 
Tis a’ gowd but the hem; 

Bid hir cum to the gude grene wode, 
And bring nane bot hir lain: 

And there it is, a filken farke, 35 
Hir ain hand fewd the fleive ; 

And bid hir cum*to Gill Morice, 


Speir nae bauld barons leave. 


Yes, I will gae zour black errand, 
Though it be to zour cof; 42 
Sen ze by me will nae be warn’d, 
In it ze fall find froft. 
The baron he’s a man of might, 
He neir could bide to taunt, 
As ze will fee before its nicht, 4s 
How {ma’ ze hae to vaunt. 


And fen I maun zour errand rin 
Sae fair againft my will, 
I’fe mak a vow and keip it trow, 
It fall be done for ill. 5c 
And quhen he came to broken brigue, 
He bent his bow and fwam; 
And quhen came to grafs growing, 


Set down his feet and ran. 


See erected ee er ae 
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And quhen he came to Barnards ha’, 
Would neither chap nor ca’: 

Bot fet his bent bow to his breif, 
And lichtly lap the wa’, 

He wauld nae tell the man his errand, 
Though he ftude at the galt; 

Bot ftraiht into the ha’ he cam, 


Quhair they were fet at meit. 


Hail! hail! my gentle fire and dame! 
My mefiage winna waite; 

Dame, ze maun to the gude grene wod 
Before that it be Jate. 

Ze’re bidden talc this gay mantel, 
Tis a’ gowd bot the hem: 

Zou maun gae to the gude grene wode, 
Ev’n by your fel alane, 


And there it is, a filken farke, 
Your ain hand fewd the fleive ; 
Ze maun gae fpeik to Gill Morice ; 

Speir nae bauld barons leave, 
The lady ftamped wi’ hir foot, 
And winked wi’ hir ee; 
Bot a’ that fhe coud fay or do, 
Forbidden he wad nae hee. 


Its furely to my bowr-womin; 
It neir could be to me. 


SONGS 


I broche 


60 


7° 
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wo 


i brocht it to lord Barnards lady ; 
I trow that ze be fhe. 

Then up and fpack the wylie, nurfe, 

(The bairn upon hit knee) 

Tf it be cum frae Gill Morice; 2 
It’s deir welcum to mee. 

Ze leid, ze leid, ye filthy nurie, 
Sae loud’s I heir 


re.7e leé.s 

I brocht it to lord Barnards lady ; 

I trow ze be nae fhee. 

_ Then up and {pack the bauld bardn, 
An angry man was hee ; 

Fie’s tain the table wi’ his foot, 
Sae has he wi’ his knee ; 

Tull filler cup and ezar difh QC 


In flinders he gard flee. 


Gae bring a robe of zour cliding, 
That hings upon the pin ; 
And I'll gae to the gude grene wode, 
And f{peik wi? zour lemman. 109 
O bide at hame, now lord Barnard, 
I warde ze bide at hame; 
Neir wyte a man for violence, 
That neir wate ze wi? nane. 
Vou. I. H Gil 


{yt 


Fr Rr « 2 DY ee Be A . 
Ver. 38, Perhaps, loud fay T heire. 
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Gil Morice fate in gude grene wode, 105 
He whittled and he Coal 
O what mean a’ the folk coming, 
My mother tarries lang. 
His hair was like the threeds of gold, 
Drawne frae Minervas loome : 116 
His lipps like‘rofes drapping dew, 


His breath was a’ perfume. 


lis brow was like the mountain fae 
Gilt by the the morning beam : 
His cheeks like living rofes glow : tI 


Wu 


His een like azure ftream. 
The boy was clad in robes of grene, 
Sweete as the infant fpring : 


d like the mavis on the butfh; 


bai 
iS) 
9 


es: gart the vallies ring. 
The baron came to the grene wode, 
Wi? mickle dule and care, 
And there he firft {pied Gill Morice 
Cameing his zellow hair : 
That fweetly wavd around his face, 125 


That face bya Cen : 
He fang fae {weet it might difpel, 


Fer. 1 So Milton, 
p rnd deli rb and Jy: able to chafe 


All fadnefs but defpe 


Nae wonder, nae wonder, Gill Morice, 


My lady loed thee weel, 

The faireft part of my body‘ 
Is blacker than thy heel. 

Zet neir the lefs now, Gill Morice, 
For a’ thy great bewty’, 

Ze’s rew the day ze eir was born; 


That head fall gae wi’ me. 


Now he has drawn his trufty brand, 
And flaited on the ftrae ; 

And thro’ Gill Morice’ fair body* 
He’s gar cauld iron gae. 

And he has tain Gill Morice’ head 
And fet it on a fpeir: 

‘The meaneft man in a’ his train 
Has gotten that head to bear. 


- And he has tain Gill Morice up, 
Laid him acrofs his fteid, 

And brocht him to his painted bowr 
And laid him on a bed. 

The lady fat on caftil wa’, 
Beheld baith dale and doun; 

And there fhe faw Gill Morice’ head 
Cum trailing to the toun, 


Far better I loe that bluidy head, 
Bot and that zellow hair, 


Th 3 
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Than lord Barnard, and a’ his lands, 
As they lig here and thair. 

And fhe has tain hir Gill Morice, 
And kifsd baith mouth and chin : 

| was once as fow of Gill Morice, 
As the hip is o’ the ftean. iGo 


[ got ze in my father’s houfe, 
Wr’ mickle fin and fhame ; 


7 
1 


brocht thee up in gude grene wode, 
Under the hea ry rain : 


T 
P| 


Oft have I by thy cradle fitten, 165 
And fondly feen thee fleip ; 
1 


a . Bot now I gae about thy grave, 
The faut tears for to Welp. 


And fyne the kifsd his bluidy cheik, 
And fyne his bluidy chin: i70 
O better I loe my Gill Morice 
Than a’ my kith and kin! 
Away, away, ze ill woman, 
And an il deith mait ze dee: 
Gin I had kend he’d bin zour fon, 17 


He’d neir bin flain for mee. 


Obraid me not, my lord Barnard! 
Obraid me not for fhame! 

Wi that faim fpeir O pierce my heart ! 

And put me out 0? pain. 
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Since nothing bot Gill Morice head 
Thy jelous rage could quell, 

Let that faim hand now tak hir life, 
That neir to thee did ill. | : 1, 


To me nae after days nor nichts 185 
Will eir be faft or kind ; 
Ill fill the air with heavy fighs, 
And greet till I am blind. 
Enouch of blood by me’s bin fpilt, 
Seek not zour death frae mee; 190° 
I rather lourd it had been my fel 
‘Than eather him or thee, 


See aes 


With waefo wae I hear zour plaint ; 


Soest tae 


Sair, fair I rew the deid, 
That eir this curfed hand of mine | 1¢ 
Had gard his body bleid. 


Dry up zour tears, my winfom dame, 


Ure 


Ze neir can heal the wound ; 
Ze fee his head upon the fpeir, 
His heart’s blude on the ground. 200 


a NPR ORE IE tg 9 ES SAS 


I curfe the hand that did the deid, 
The heart that thocht the ill; 
The feet that bore me wi’ fik fpeid, 

The comely zouth to kill. E 
I’ll ay lament for Gill Morice, Z05 : 
As gin he were my ain ; 


Fi 
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Pll neir forget the dreiry day 
On which the zouth was flain.* 


* The foregoing ballad is faid to have furnifbed the 
plot to the tragedy of Douc.as, 


It may be proper to mention that other copies read ver. 


110. thus 


“¢ Shot frae the golden fun.” 
And ver. 116. as follows 


&© His een like azure Sfoeene.”* 


THE END OF THE FIRST BOOK. 


SERIES rune THIRD. 
BOOK I. 


¥ 
THE LEGEND OF SIR GUY 
—— contains a foort fummary of the exploits of this 


famous champion, as recorded in the old frory books; and 
is commonly intitled, <* A pleafant Jong of the valiant deeds 


«s of chivalry atchieved by that noble knight fir Guy of 


6s Warewick, who, for the love of fair Phelis, became « 
Vor. I. H 4 <° hermit. 
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** hermit, and dyed in a cave of craggy rocke, a mile diftant 


&¢ from es arwick.”’ 

The hiffory of fir Guy, tho? now very properly refigned to 
children, was once admired ’ by all readers of wit and tafte: 
Sor tafte ill wit had once their childhood. Tho? of Englifh 
grow th, it Was early a favourite with other nations: it ap- 
peared in French in i525: and is alluded to the old Spanifh 
romance 'Tirante el blanco, aw/hich tt is believed was qwrit- 
ten not long after the year 1430. See advertifement to the 
French tran latioee z wols. 1270» 

The original whence all #1 /e flories 7s extradied is a very 
: Englip verfe, which is guoted by 
’ piece even in bis time, (viz. 
of romances of feos 
Df Horne childée and Lh pe 

Of £ Bevis, and fir Gay OL R, of Thop.) 
and was nfuail; Jung to the harp at Chrifimas dinners and 
bridea! Sy as we learn fi row P uttenbam’s art of poetry, 
Ato. 1530. 

Libis ancient romance is not hie loft.. An imperfect 
copy in black letter, ** Imprynted at London ae Y ae jam 


ry 7 


; 2 et RAP aeT eT 

_ Copiaz 12 24 freets Ato hast lech 4 date, is fitll pre rUed 
' i 

Nf, 1 Uy: D7 re _ _ 

among Mr. Ga edtion of "old plays. As a Specimen 


of the poetry of this antique rp IY Mer , take his leferiy prion of 
the dragon mentioned i in wer, 105 0j “the following ballad, 


= | . 
-- > 7éL aneeY came fo the Lines 
o9 ry 
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a¢ 
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+ 7 3 
‘6. By t de atcute, 
“7 7 Pu an NAS 7 
"6 Hor doubt of a Jowte drag On, 
€< 4 }, 


leath men and bea Res. dowine, 
6< He “ blache as any cole, 

“6 Rugee edasa rough fole ; 

«* Fis -bodye from me bill upwarae 
‘6 No man may é it pierce it is fo hardes 
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<¢ His neck is great as any fummere ; 

<¢ He renneth as fwifte as any diftrere ; 

<< Paawes he hath as a lyon: 

<¢ All that he toucheth he fleath dead downe. 
‘<< Great winges he hath to flight, 

<¢ That is no man that. bare him mighi. 

‘¢ There may no man fight him agayne, 

<¢ But that he fleath him certayne : 

<< For a fowler beaft then ts he, 

‘© Yawis of none never heard ye.” 

The accuxate Dugdale is of opinion that the ftory of Guy is 
not wholly apocryphal, tho he acknowledges the monks have 
founded out his praifes 200 hyperba plically. In particular, he 
gives the duel fo ought % with the Danifh champion as a real 
hiftorical truth, and fixes the date of it in the year 929, 
Etat. Guy y, 70. See his Warwick/fbire. 

The following is avritten upon the fame plan, as ballad 
V. Book I. but which is the original and which the copy, 
- cannot be decided. This fong is ancient, as may be inferred 
from the idiom preferved in the margin, ver. 94. 102: and 
awas once pop pular as appears from Fletcher’ s Knight of the 
burning peftle, act. 2. Se. ult. : 

Printed from an ancient MS copy in the Editor's old folio 
wolume, collated with two printed ones, one of which is iz 
é lack letter in the Pep YS COL lle fion. 


AS ever knight for ladyes fake 
V Soe toft in love, as I fir Guy 
For Phelis fayre,-that lady bright 
As ever man beheld with eye? 


Shee gave me leave myfelf to try, 


Wwe 


ry. alia » a Cae) Sa ae ee eee ee One 
H he valiant knieht with fheeld and Ipeare, 


2 ary ee SIE hh SEG PURSE ST» 
Ere that her love fhee wold grant me; 


5X. } ada mee yentiPe fay ancl Narre 
i ¥ Thich maae mee vencure «dt dG neare, 
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Then proved I a on. bold, 
In deeds of armes the dought ft knight 1d 


That in thofe dayes in alata was, 
With fworde and fpeare in feild to fight. 


me Englifh man I was by birthe : 
In faith of Chrift a chriftyan true: 
The wicked lawes of infidells 


I fought by prowefle to fubdue. 


i 
= 
t 


‘Nine’ hundred twenty yeere and odde 
After our Saviour Chrift his birthe, 
When king Athelftone wore the crowne, 

I lived heere upon the earthe. 


ta 
o 


Sometime I was 2s Warwicke erle, 
And, as J fayd, of very truthe 
A ladyes love did me conftraine 
To fecke ftrange ventures in my youthe, 


= 
of para | at 
VV Nere 1 at 


hieved for her fal 
16veda ior her lake 


Viile 


For firft I fayled to Normandye, 
And there I ftoutlye wan in fight 30 
mperours daughter of Almayne, 
From manye a vallyant worthye knight. 
Then 
. Ver.17.Two hundred, MS and 


Ver.g.The proud fr Guy. P 
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Then paffed I the feas to Greece 

To helpe the emperour in his right ; 
Againft the mightye fouldans hoafte 35 
Of puiflant Perfians for to fight. 


Where I did flay of Sarazens, 
And heathen pagans, manye a man; 
And flew the fouldans cozen deare, 
Who had to name doughtye Coldran. 


dae 
@ » 


“ 


Efkeldered a famous knight 
To death likewife I did purfue: 
And Elmayne king of Tyre alfoe, 
Moft terrible in fight to viewe. 


I went into the fouldans hoaft, 


ee 


wa 


Being thither on embaffage fent, 


R 


And brought his head awaye with mee, 


[ having flaine him in his tent. 


There was a dragon in that land 
Moft fiercelye mett me by the way 50 
As hee a lyon did purfue, 


Which I myfelf did alfoe flay. 


Then foon I paft the feas from Greece, 
And came to Pavye land aright : 
Where I the duke of Pavye killd, MAS 


His hainous treafon to requite. if 
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To England then I came with {peede, 
To wedd faire Phelis ladye bright : 
For love of whome I travelled farr 


To try my manhood and my might 60 
y my g 


But when I had efpoufed her, 
I ftayd with her but fortye dayes, 
Ere that I left this ladye faire, 


And went from her beyond the feas. 


All cladd in gray, in pilgrime fort, ¢ 6 
My voyage from her I did take 

Unto the bleffled Holy-land, 
For Jefus Chrift my Saviours fake. 


wat 


Where I erle Jonas did redeeme, 
And all his fonnes which were fifteene, 70 
Who with the cruell Sarazens 


In prifon there long time had beeee. 


I flew the gyant Amarant 
In battel fiercelye hand to hand: 

And doughty Barknard killed I, 75 
A treacherous knight of Pavye land. 


Then I to England came againe, 
And here with Colbronde fell I fought : 
An ugly gyant, which the Danes 


EIT aA ft 
i ae 


fad for their champion hither brought. 80 
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T overcame him in the feild, 

And flewe him foone right valliantlye; 
Wherebye this land I did redeeme 

From Danifh tribute utterlye. 


And afterwards I offered upp $5 
The ufe of weapons folemnlye 

At Winchefter, whereas I fought, 
In fight of manye farr and nye. 


‘But firft,’ neare Winfor, I did flaye 

A bore of pafling might and ftrength ; 99 
Whofe like in England never was 

For hugeneffe both in bredth, and length 


Some of his bones in Warwicke yet, 
Within the caftle there doe lye : 

One of his fheild-bones to this day 95 
Hangs in the citye of Coventrye. 


On Dunfmore heath I alfoe flewe 
A monftrous wyld and cruell beat, 
Calld the Dun-cow of Dunfmore heath ; 
Which manye people had oppreft. 100 


Some of her bones in Warwicke yett 
Still for a monument doe lye ; 

Which unto every lookers viewe 
As wonderous ftrange, they may efpye. 


Ver, 94. 102. doth lve. MS, 


? 
A | 2 TL) 
ah Vilas 0 S 


AN CIENT. $,@555C 8 


A he Se in Northumberland, Tels 
alfoe did in fight deftroye, 
oh ch d 


1 did bothe man and beaft oppreffe, 
And all the countrye fore annoye 


~e 


At length to Warwicke I did come, 
Like pilorime poore and was not knowne; 116 


And there I livd a hermites life 


A mile and more out of the towne. 
Wi er 


Where with my hands I hewed a houfe 
Out of a craggy rocke of ftone; 


And lived like a ult ner poore YR 
“Ana L1VCQ iiKE 2 pa ALY p A AIS 

Within that cave myfelf alone : 

ov 
A B| ese BA rama +n ere , "Ee j 
And dailye came to bego my bread 
? Oo 
Of Phelis at my caftle gates 
® a 

Not knowne unto my lovin g wife, 

X7 aes | ere ee re nan © ~ 

Who dailye mourned for her mate, 120 


ce foe fore that I mutt die ; 


I fent to her a rin ge of golde, 


By ae fhe knewe me prefentlye. 


Then fhee repairiy ng to the cave 126 


= 
Before that I gave up the ghoft; 
Herfelf closd up my dying 


i 


eyes : 
My Phelis faire, whom I lovd moft. 
> 
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Thus dreadful death did me arreft, 

To bring my corpes unto the grave 5 139 
And like a palmer dyed I, 

Wherby I fought my foule to fave. 


My body that endured this toyle, 


ed to mold : 
3 


Though now it be confume 


My ftatue faire engraven in ftone, 


CIE. ee, eee Ae 
In Warwicke ftill you may behold. 


II. 
G.Uy> AND... A.M.AB.AN TT. 


tly Fs f f 


4 a ae f 

Thouch the folleawving is not fo properly a long, as @ re- 
ws (2) J }? 

sular poem, ae as the Editor found it in bis ancient 


ufeript among the old ballads, be was tsp ig it foot 


ae 


man 1g 

pill accompany eo nd as it is not altogether devoid a of me= 

rit, fuch a Jmalt-dey zation from bis plan may % Shee: 
Although this pie ce fecms not impe er fed? here is reafe i 


to believe that it is only a part of @ mi uch larger poem, wit ich 


contained the whole baptory of fir Guy: for upon comparing 


M1204 


it with the common fiory book 12mo, we find the latter to be 
not Pb in 1g more than this poem rea Liced to bry : eg is ante 
7 ? 
effected by now and then hate ing the rhy UE a 
Jome fevs of the poetice al ornaments. The aif 


that it is an eafy matter to pick RSE aS 


th. 7 / Pe 
The author of this peem bas proven fome mnventien. 
Af 7 
p- y: 17 Ree ee es 
pe t 77 tod oefore, he Pas 
} Ly bis own. 
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‘UY journeyed ore the fan&ifyed ground, 
| Wheras the Jewes fayre citye fometime ftood, 
Wherin our Saviours facred head was crownd, 
And where er finfull man he fhed his blood : 
To fee the fepulc vas his intent, 4 


The tombe that 3 ph unto Jefus lent. 


With tedious miles he tyred his wearye feet, 
| And pafled defart places full of danger, 
At Jaft with a moft woefull wight * did meet, 


A 


A man that unto forrow was noe ftranger : 


oO 


For he had fifteen fonnes, made captives all 
To flavifh bondage, in extremeft thrall. 
A cyar 


Pn i | A = aa 7 - q 
A unt called Amarant detaind them, 


Od 


Whom noe man durft encounter for his ftre gth : 
Who in a caftle, which he held, had chaind cia. Is 
Guy queftions, where ? and underftands at length 


at 


I Ke Hines not eng a ges me pee fword, quoth hee, 


With that he goes, and lays upon the dore, 


ern 
a 


Like one, he fayes, that muft, and will come in: 
‘The gyant he was nere foe Lowe before ; 

For noe fuch knocking at h gate had bin: 
Soe aide his keyes, and wad ae goeth out 


ee 1 


taring with ireful countenance about. 


Omran, 


: sed 
= sHanaaoA Fs 
WCHIIIHE A 172 
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Sirra, fayes hee, what bufines haft thou heere ? 2 
Art come to feaft the crowes about my walls? 

Didit never heare, noe ranfome cold him cleere, 
That in the compas of my furye falls : 

For making me to take a porters paines, 

“With this fame clubb I will dafh out thy braines. 


os 
ry 
& 


Gyant, fayes Guy, y’are quarrelfome I fee, 

Choller and you are fomething neere of kin: 
Moft dangerous at a clubb belike you bee, 

I have bin better armd, though nowe goe thin; 
But fhew thy utmoft hate, enlarge thy fpight, 
Keene is my weapon, and muft doe me right. 

Soe takes his fword, falutes him with the fame 

About the head, the fhoulders, and the fides : 

Whilft his erected clubb doth death proclaime, 

Standinge with huge Coloffus’ fpacious ftrides, 49 
Putting fuch vigour to his knotted beame, 

‘That like a furnace he did fmoke extreame. 


But on the ground he fpent his ftrokes in vaine, 
For Guy was nimble to avoyde them fill, 

And ere he cold recover his clubb againe, AS 
Did beate his plated coat againft his will : 

Att fuch advantage Guy wold never fayle, 

To beat him foundlye in his coate of mayle. 
WOOL wil. I At 
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Att laft through ‘lacke of? ftrength hee feeble grewe, 
And fayd to Guy, as thou’rt of humane race, 5o 
Shew itt in this, give natures wants their dewe, 


Let me but goe, and drinke in yonder place: 
Thou canft not yeeld to « me’ a {maller thing, 
Than to grant life, thats given by the {pring. 
I give thee leave, fayes Guye, goe drinke thy laft, 55 
Go pledge the dragon, and the favage bore * : 
Succeed the tragedyes that they have paft, 
But never thinke to drinke cold water more : 


Deinke deepe to Death and unto him caroufe 


ee 


him receive thee in his earthen houfe. 60 
se to the fpring he goes, and flakes his thirft ; 

lakeine the water in extremely like 
Some wracked fhipp that on fome rocke 1s burft, 


% ry Cc : ay rT nt ¥ ae ee. 4 a 2 3 
Whote forced hulke againit tne ftones does ftryke 3 


© 


Scoping it in foe faft with both his hands, 65 
That Guy admiring to behold him ftands. 


gh): (oieesl (bataee : ee -s 
Come on, quoth Guy, lets to our worke againe, 


ag Wee Pa, Rey eee rerlot . 
Thou ftayeft about thy hquor overiong ; 
7 cn > ec i gee A ot oe 
Uhe fifh, which in the river doe remaine, 


Will want thereby; thy drinking doth them wrong - 
Rut I will «have ’ their fatisfa@tion made, 71 
ae | 


With syants blood they muff, and fhall be payd. 
oD. v 2 J 


* Which Guy had flain before. Ver. 64. bulke. MS. 
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Villaine, quoth Amarant, Ile crufh thee ftreight ; 
Thy life fhall pay thy daring toungs offence : 

This clubb, which is about fome hundred weight, 
Has deathes commiflion to difpatch thee hence ; 

Dreffe thee for ravens dyett I muft needes ; 

And breake thy bones, as they were made of reedes. 


Incenfed much att this bold pagans boftes, 
Which worthye Guy cold ill endure to heare, 

He hewes upon thofe bige fupporting poftes, 
Which like two pillars did his body beare : 

Amarant for thofe wounds in choller growes, 


And defperatelye att Guy his clubb he throwes : 


Which did dire&tly on his body light, 
Soe heavy, and fo weighty there-withall, 
That downe to ground on fudden came the knight ; 
And, ere he cold recover from his fall, 
The gyant gott his clubb againe in fift, 
- And aimd a blowe that wonderfullye mit. 


Traytor, quoth Guy, thy falfhood Ile repay, 
This coward aét to intercept my bloode. 
Sayes Amarant, He murther any way, 
With enemyes all vantages are good : 
O cold I poyfon in thy noftrills blowe, 
Befure of it I wold deftroy thee {ce. 
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{ts well, faid Guy, thy honeft thoughts appeare, 
Within that beaftlye bulke where deyills dwell, 
Which are ad tenants while thou liveft heare, 
But will be landlords when thou comeft in hell: 100 
Vile mifcreant, prepare thee for their den, 
Inhumane monfter, hurtfull unto men. 


But breathe thy felfe a time, while I goe drinke, 
For flameing Phoebus with his fyerye eye 
Torments me foe with burning heat, I thinke 105 
My thirft wold ferve to drinke an ocean drye: 
Forbear a litle, as I delt with thee. 
Quoth Amarant, thou haft noe foole of mee. 


Noe, fillye wretch, my father taught more witt, 
How I fhold ufe fuch enemyes as thou, 110 
By all my gods I doe rejoice at itt, 
To underftand that thirft conftraines thee now ; 
For all the treafure, that the world containes, 
One drop of water fhall not coole thy vaines. 


Releeve my foe! why, ’twere a madmans part : 115 
Refrefh an adverfarye to my wronge : 
If thou imagine this, a child thou art: 
Noe, fellow, I have known the world too longe 
To be foe fimple: now I know thy want, 
A minutes fpace to thee I will not grant. 129 


And with thefe words heaving aloft his clubb 
Into the aye, he fwings the fame about: 
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"Then fhakes his lockes, and doth his temples rubb, 
And, like the Cyclops, in his pride doth fhout, 


Sirra, fayes hee, I have you at a lift, 
Now you are come unto your lateft fhift. 


Perith forever: with this ftroke I fend thee 
A medicine, will doe thy thirft much good ; 
‘Take noe more care of drinke before I end thee, 
And then weele have caroufes of thy blood : 
Heres at thee with a butchers downright blow, 
To pleafe my furye with thine overthrow. 


Infernall, falfe, obdurate feend, faid Guy, 
That feemft a lumpe of crueltye from hell; 

Ungratefull monfter, fince thou doft deny 
The thing to mee wherin I ufed thee well : 


With more revenge, than ere my {word did make, 


On thy accurfed head revenge He take, 


Thy eyants longitude fhall fhorter fhrinke, 
Except thy fun-fcorcht {kin be weapon proof: 
Farewell my thirft ; I doe difdaine to drinke, 


Streames keepe your waters to your owne behoof ; 


Or let wild beafts be welcome thereunto ; 
With thofe pearle drops I will not have to do. 


Here, tyrant, take a tafte of my good-will, 
For thus I doe begin my bloodye bout : 

You cannot chufe but like the greeting ill; 
It is not that fame clubb will beare you out ; 
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And take this payment on thy fhaggye crowne.— 
A blowe that brought him with a vengeance downe. 1590 


Then Guy fett foot upon the monfters breft, 
And from his fhoulders did his head divide, 
Which with a yawninge mouth did gape unblett, 
Noe dragons jawes were ever feene foe wide 
To open and to fhut, till life was fpent. 155 
Then Guy tooke keyes and to the caftle went. 


Where manye woefull captives he did find, 

Which had beene tyred with extremitye, 
Whom he in freindly manner did unbind, 

And reafoned with them of their miferye : 160 
Eche told a tale with teares, and fighes, and cryes, 


All weeping to him with complaining eyes. 


‘There tender ladyes in darke dungeon lay, 
That were furprifed in the defart wood, 

And had noe other dyett everye day, 165 
‘Than flefh of humane creatures for their food : 

Some with their lovers bodyes had beene fed, 

And in their wombes their hufbands buryed. 


Now he bethinkes him of his being there, 
To enlarge the wronged brethren from their woes ; 170 
And, as he fearcheth, doth great clamours heare, 
sy which fad founds direétiqn on he goes, 
Unull he findes a darkfome obfcure gate, 
Armd flrongly ouer all with iron plate. 


That 


AND BALLADS. 


That he unlockes, and enters, where appeares 175 
The ftrangeft obje&t that he ever faw ; 
Men that with famifhment of many yeares, 
Were like deathes picture, which the painters draw ; 
Divers of them were hanged by eche thumb : 
Others head-downward: by the middle fome. 180 


With diligence he takes them from the walls, 

With lybertye their thraldome to acquaint : 
Then the perplexed knight the father calls, 

And fayes, Receive thy fonnes though poore and faint : 
I promisd you their lives, accept of that ; 185 
But did not promife you they fhold be fat. 


The caftle I doe give thee, heeres the keyes, 
Where tyranye for many yeeres did dwell: 
Procure the gentle tender ladyes eafe, 
For pittyes fake, ufe wronged women well : 190 
Men eafilye revenge the wrongs men do: 
But poore weake women have no ftrength thereto. 


The good old man, even overjoyed with this, 
Fell on the ground, and wold have kift Guys feéte = 
Father, quoth he, refraine foe bafe a kifs, 195 
For age to honor youth I hold unmeete : 
Ambitious pryde hath hurt mee all it can, 
I goe to mortifie a finfull man. 
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THE SHEPHERD’s RESOLUTION. 


This bee wutiful old fon iy is given from avery ancient copy 
ii the editor’s folio Ms. In toe, fame Cony was an addt- 
( al LA or fo tt é refi, thi At 7f 2 Was ewldent - 


/] collec 20m ee led «* The golden gar- 
ay be feen five Sach fp urious fian- 
ey pro é of "Hoc much ait has Leen the 


C HALL I, wattine in difpayre, 
c a ¢ 
n 


ye becaule a womans fayre? 


. 


onall my cheeks look pale with care, 
5 eC e another roiye are f 
Ys ee Ps, Lk a +] . 
} 1¢ fayrer than the daye iy 


What care I howe fayre fhe bee? 


Cy, ramane + {Y , 

Shall a womans goodnefle move 

R - ae r > 1 r 

Mee to perifh for her love? 10 


Or her worthye merits knowne 
lake mee quite forget my owne? 
Ge the meeker, kinder, than 

The turtle-dove, or pelican, 


1a annt sna aby 52 
se pce not ioe to mee, 
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AND 


Be fhe good, or kind, or fayre, 
I will never more difpayre. 


If fhe love mee, this believe, 


CS) 
) 


I will dye ere fhe fhall grieve : 

If the flight mee, when I woe, 

I will fcorne and let her goe : 
If fhe be not made for mee, 
What care I for whom fhe bee? 


IV. 


FAIR MARGARET AND SWEET WILLIAM. 


This feems to be the old fong quoted in Fletch ee yee Knight 
es i the burning peftle,”’ Aas aor and 3d; altho’ the pire 
lines there preferved are fomewhat different from thofe in the 
ballad, as it ftands at present. The Reader will not wonder 
at this, when hei 25 infor med that this is only 2 o1VEn a rom a uo 
dern printed copy picked up on a ftall. It’s full title is 
“ Fair Margaret's Misfortunes ; or Sweet Willian? s tright~ 

‘© ful dreams on his wedding night, with the Judden death 
‘© and burial of thofe noble lovers.? —— 

The lines preferved in the play are this diftich, 

6 Z ou are no love for me, Margaret, 
‘ Tam no love for you.” 
And the fal lowing flanka, 
‘© When it was grown to dark midnight, 
“© And all were faft afleep, 
‘ In came Margarets grimly g gho/t 
<¢ And flood at Williams feet.” 
Thefe lines have acquired an importance by giving birth 
to one of the mof? ee ballads in our own or any lan- 
guage. See the fong Lit d Marcaret’s GHost, at the 
end of ihis volume, — 


AS 
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S it fell out on a long fummer’s day 


Two lovers they fat on a hill ; 


"They fat together that long fummer’s day, 
And could not talk their fill. 


f fee no harm by you, Margaret, 


Lay 


And you fee none by mee 
Before to-morrow at eight o’clock 
A rich wedding you fhall fee. 


Fair Marearet fate in her bower-windéw, 
A combing of her hair ; 10 
She {pyed {weet William and his bride, 


As they were a riding near. 


Down fhe layd her ivory combe, 
And up fhe bound her hair ; 


She went her way forth of the bower, I 


Wr 


But never more came there. 


When day was gone, and night was come, 
And all men faft afleep, 
There came the fpirit of fair Marg’ret, 


And ftood at Williams feet. 2 


Q 


God give you joy, you lovers true, 
In bride-bed faft afleep ; 
! lt iy ee 
Lo! I am going to my green-grais graves 
And I’m in my winding-fheet. 
5 When 


AND BALLADS, 123 


‘When day was come, and night was gone, 25 
And all men wak’d from fleep, 

Sweet William to his lady fayd, 
My dear, I have caufe to weep. 


I dreamt a dream, my dear lady’, 

Such dreames are never good. 30 
{ dreamt my bower was full of red fwine, 

And my bride-bed full of blood, 


. Such dreams, fuch dreams, my honoured Sir, 
They never do prove good ; 
To dream thy bower was full of «red’ fwine, 35 
And thy bride-bed full of blood. 


He called up his merry men all, 


Par rates: 


By one, by two, and by three; 
Saying, ll away to fair Marg’rets bower, 
- By the leave of my lady’. 49 


And when he came to fair Marg’rets bower, 
He knocked at the ring ; 

So ready were her feven brethren 
To let fweet William in. ee { 
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‘Then he turned up the covering-hheet, AS | 
Pray let me fee the dead; 

Methinks fhe does look.pale and wan, 

She has loft her ch€rry red. 
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I'll do more for thee, Margarét, 
Than any of thy kin; se 
For I will kifs thy pale wan lips, 


Though a {mile I cannot win. 


With that befpake the feven brethrén, 


eee ee en: eee Se a. rs 
Making moit piteous mone: 
= 


t Piety) Gatos ong ee nee ae ke Bee eee 4 
You may go kifs your jolly brown bride, ss 
1 : 4 alan 
And iet our hiter alone. 
Fi et is aren ree | j 
i {i ao K1liS My ] lly brown Driae, 
’ 
5 es Ray aan RO, oe ON ) 
I i a0) ut W nat Lo I t 3 
| For I made no vow to your fifter dear, 
| 
| Bis ase “rea eg aiaths & 
by day, nor yet by nignt. 69 
eee Elgar in , : lh elaat 
Pray teil me then how much you’ll deal, 


Of your white bread and your wine ; 


So much as is dealt at her funeral to-day, 


To-morrow fhall be dealt at mine. 


And William in the highe : 70, 
> % hh dude ier heat r 
Out of ner breft there iprang a role, 


And ant af hic hr 
find ul. of his a Driar,. 
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They grew as high as the church-top, 
Till they could grow no higher ; 


And there they grew in a true lovers knot, 75 
Made all the folke admire. 
Then came the clerk of the parith, 
As you this truth fhall hear, 
And by misfortune cut them down, 
oe) 


Or they had now been there, 


V. 
BARBARA ALLEN’s CRUELTY. 


Given, with fome corrections, from an old printed copy ia 
the editor’s poffeffion, intitled *¢ Barbara Allen’s cruelty, o 
“¢ the young man’s tragedy.” 


ee ee ae 
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I N Scarlet towne, where I was borne, 
There was a faire maid dwellin, 

Made every youth crye, wel-awaye! 
Her name was Barbara Allen. 


All in the merrye month of may, § 
When greene buds they were fwellin, 

Yong Jemmye Grove on his death-bed lay, 

Al 


B eauke aa ae 
For love of Barbara Ailen, 
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He fent his man unto her then, 
‘To the town, where fhee was dwellin ; 10 
You muit come to my matter deare, 


all a 6 oe he RDaskara Qt 
Giff your name be Barbara Allen. 


‘Then hafte away to comfort him, 1s 
O lovelye Barbara Allen. 


1 death be printed on his face, 


| ven | | ee 1 ae 
And ore his harte is ftealin 


Yet little better fhall he bee 


b 


BY Te r Rashsts Alia 
for bonny barbara Allen, 


So flowly, flowly, fhe came up, 
And flowly fhe came nye him ; 
And all the fayd, when there fhe came, 
Yong man, | think y’are dying, 
He turnd his face unto her ftrait, 25 
With deadlye forrow fighing ; 
O lovely cae come pity mee, 
Tt, ; h ™ 
Ime on my death-bed lying. 
If on your death-bed you doe lye, 
What needs the tale yoy are tellin 39 


I cannot keep you from your death; 
Farewell, fayd Barbara Allen. 


AND BALLADS. aay 


Ee turnd his face unto the wall, 
As deadlye pangs he fell in: 
Adieu ! adieu ! adieu to you all, 

Adieu to Barbara Allen. 


ee) 
wr 


As fhe was walking ore the fields, 
She heard the bell a knellin ; 
And every ftroke did feem to faye, 
Unworthy Barbara Allen. 40 


She turnd her bodye round about, 
And fpied the corps a coming : 

Laye down, laye down the corps, fhe fayd, 
That I may look upon him. 


With fcornful eye fhe looked downe, 
Her cheeke with laughter {wellin ; 

‘That all her friends cryd out amaine, 
Unworthye Barbara Allen. 


>be 
wr 


When he was dead, and laid in grave, 

Her harte was ftruck with forrowe, 59 
© mother, mother, make my bed, 

For I fhall dye to morrowe. 


Hard harted creature him to flight, 
Who loved me fo dearlye : 


© that I had beene more kind to him, Ke 


When he was live and neare me! 
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She, on her death-bed as fhe laye, 
Beg’d to be buried byhim : 
And fore repented of the daye, 


hat fhe did ere denye him, 60 


Farewell, fhe fayd, ye virgins all, 
And fhun the fault I fellin : 

Henceforth take warning by the fall 
Of cruel Barbara Allen. 


* 


VI. 


SWEET WILLIAM’s GHOST. 


- ant 4 , aes | ee 7 . 
From AllanRam/fay sTea Table mifcellany. The concluding 
F TOES . > 
this piece Jeems modern. 


T i ma L ae Be a. 4 
P ' ‘HERE camea ghoft ti Margaret’s door, 
: epee | mata rit: _ 
With many a grievous grone, 


And ay he tirled at the pin ; 


2 


cr } 
But anfwer made fhe none. 


Ts this my father Philip ? 


Wy 


Or is’t my brothet John ? 


Or is’t my true love Willie, 


From Scotland new come home ? 
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‘Tis not thy father Philip ; 
Nor yet thy brother John: 
But tis thy true love Willie 
From Scotland new come home. 


O {weet Margret! O dear M argret ! 
I pray thee fpeak to mee: 

Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 
As I gave it to thee. 


Thy faith and troth thou’fe nevir get, 
‘Of me fhalt nevir win,’ 

Till that thou come within my bower, 
And kifs my cheek and chin. 


If I fhould come within thy bower, 
T am no earthly man: 

And thould I kifs thy rofy lipp, 
Thy days will not be lang. 


O fweet Margret, O dear Mareret, 
I pray thee fpeak to mee: 

Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 
As I gave it to thee. 

Thy faith and troth thou’ nevir get, 
‘ Of me fhalt nevir win,’ 

Till thou take me to yon kirk yard, 
And wed me with aring. . 

Von. - K 
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My bones are buried in a kirk yard 
Afar beyond the fea, 

And it is but my fprite, Margret, 35 
That’s fpeaking now to thee. 


She ftretched out her lilly-white hand, 
As for to do her beft : 
Hae there your faith and troth, Willie, 
God fend your:foul good reft. 4o 


Now fhe has kilted her robes of green, 
A piece below her knee : 
And a’ the live-lang winter night 


The dead corps followed fhee. 


Is there any room at your head, Willie ? 45 
Or any room at your feet? 

Or any room at your fide, Willie, 
Wherein that I may creep? 


There’s nae room at my head, Margret, 

There’s nae room at my feet, 5° 
There’s no room at my fide, Margret, 

My coffin is made fo meet. 


Then up and crew the red red cock, 

And up then crew the gray : 
Tis time, tis ttme, my dear Margret, 55 
That you were gane away. 


AN D-B ALE A*D:S; 
No more the ghoft to Mareret faid, 


But, with a grievous gtone, 
Evanith’d in a cloud of milft, 
And left her all alone, Ge 


O flay, my only true love, ftay; 
The conftant Margret cried : 

Wan grew her cheeks, fhe clos’d her een, 
Stretch’d her {aft limbs, and died. 


VIL. 
‘SIR JOHN GREHME AND BARBARA ALLAN. 
A Scotrtisny Bauzap. 


Printed, with a few conjectural emendations, from a written 
copy. 


I T was in and about the Martinmas time, 
When the greene leaves wera fallan ; 
That Sir John Grehme o’ the weft countrye, 

Fell in luve wi’ Barbara Allan. 


He fent his man down throw the towne, 
To the plaice wher the was dwellan : 

O hafte and cum to my maifter deare, 
Gin ye bin Barbara Allan, 

K 2 
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O hooly, hooly, raife fhe up, 
To the plaice wher he was lyan ; ig 
And whan fhe drew the curtain by, 


xi oul ng man, ] think ye’re dyan. 


O its I’m fick, and hee very fick, 
And its a’? for Barbara Allan : 
O the better for ete 5 er be, Ig 


Though your harts MEX wer fpillan. 


Remember ye nat in the tavern, fir, 
Whan ° » cups wer fillan; 

How ye maide theliealths gae round and round, 
And flighted Barbara Allan ? 20 


He turn’d his face unto the wa’, 
And death was with him dealan ; 

Adiew! adiew! my dear friends a’, 
Be kind to Barbara Allan. 


Then hooly, hooly, raife fhe up, 25 
And hooly, hooly left him ; 

And fighan faid, fhe could not ftay, 
Since death of life had reft him. 


She had not gane a mile but twa, 

Whan fhe heard the deid-bell knellan ; 30 
And everye jow the deid-bell geid, 
Cried, wae to Barbara Allan! 


La ce NpESR ERS . 
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O mither, mither, mak my bed, 
O mak it faft and narrow : 
Since my luve died for me to day, aq 
Ife die for him to morrowe. 


VIII. 


THE BAILIFF’s DAUGHTER OF ISLINGTON. 


From an ancient black-letter copy in the Pepys Colle&ion, 
with fome improvements communicated by a lady as fhe 
heard the fame repeated in her youth, The full title is *« True 


<< love requited: Or, The Bailiffs daughter of Iftington,”? 
ry Here was a youthe, and a well-beloved youthe, 
i And he was a {quires fon: 
He loved the bayliffes daughter deare, 
That lived in Iflington. 
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Yet fhe was coye and would not believe a} 
That he did love her foe, 


wn 


Noe nor at any time would the f 
Any countenance to him fhowe. 


Kg 
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But when his friendes did underfland 


His fond and foolifh minde, 1 


o 


They fent him up to faire London 


An apprentice for to binde, 
a 


And when he had been feven long yeares, 
And never his love could fee : 

Many a teare have I fhed for her fake. 15 
When fhe little thought of mee. 


Then all the maids of Iflington 
Went forth to {port and playe, 
1 


All but the bayliffes daughter deare : 
P o 2 


She fecretly ftole awaye. 20 


She pulled off her gowne of greene, 
And put on ragged attire, 
And to faire London fhe would goe 


Her true love to enquire. 


And as fhe went alone the high-road, 25 
‘The weather being hot and drye, 
She fat her downe upon a green bank, 


<s satesre) ‘ Aaaaawee ee 
And her true love came riding bye. 


She ftarted up, with a colour foe redd, 
Catching hold of his bridle-reine ; 30 


One penny, one penny, kind fir, fhe fayd, 
Will eafe me of much paine,. 


3 
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Before I give you one penny, fweet-heart, 
Praye tell me where you were borne. 

At Iflington, kind fir, fayd fhee, a 
Where I have had many a {fcorne. 


I prythee, fweet-heart, then tell to mee, 
O tell me, whether you knowe 
The bayliffes daughter of Iflington. 
She is dead, fir, long agoe. 40 


If fhe be dead, then take my horfe, 
My faddle and my bowe ; 

For I will into fome farr countrye, 
Where noe man fhall me knowe. 


O ftaye, O ftaye, thou goodlye youthe, 45 
She ftandeth by thy fide; 
She is here alive, fhe is not dead, 


And readye to be thy bride. 


O farewell griefe, and welcome joye, 

Ten thoufand times therefore ; 50 ; i 
For nowe I have founde mine owne true love, : 
Whom I thought I thould never fee more. 


Ix, 


THE WILLOW-TREE. 


A PastToraL DIALOGUE. 


From the Small black-letter collection, intitled, ** The Goldex 
Garland of princely de lights ae collated with two other copies 
ind corrected by « conged Pure. 


WILLY. 
a ree W now, fhepherde, what meanes tha 
ii wi y that willowe in thy hat? 
Why thy fcarffes of red and yellowe 
rurn’d to branches of greene willowe ? 
Cuppy. 
They are chang’d, and foamI; 5 


Sorrowes live, but pleafures die : 
Phillis hath forfaken mee, 


Which makes me weare the willowe-tree. 


WILLY. 
Phillis! fhee that lo 
Is fhee the lafs natn done thee wrong ? 1) 
e long and beft, 


Is her love turn’d to a jet ? 


r’d thee long? 
Shee that lov’d thee 


Cuppy. 


Cuppy. 
Shee that long true love profeft, 
She hath robb’d my heart of rett : 
For fhe a new love loves, not mee ; 


Which makes me wear the willowe-tree. 


WILLY. 
Come then, fhepherde, let us joine, 
Since thy happ is like to mine : 
For the maid I thought moft true 
Mee hath alfo bid adieu. 

Cuppy. 
Thy hard happ doth mine appeafe, 
Companye doth forrowe eafe : 
Yet, Phillis, ftill I pine for thee, 
And fill muft weare the willowe-tree. 


WL Y, 

Shepherde, be advis’d by mee, 
Caft off grief and willowe-tree : 
For thy grief t brings her content, 
She is pleas’d if thou lament. 

Cuppy. 
Herdfman, Ull be rul’d by thee, 
There lyes grief and willowe-tree : 
Henceforth I will do as they, 
And love a new love every day. 


* * 
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X, 
TH EL DAD se ara re 


From the editor’s ancient folio MS, collated with twe 
printed copies in black letter 5 one in the Britifh Mufeum, the 
other in the Pepys colleion. Its old title is, °° A lamentable 
“< ballad of the Ladys Sall. To the tune of, In Pefcod 


| ot. Y f R t 


4 /Y ARKE well my heavy dolefull tale, 
Vi You loyall lovers all, 
And heedfully beare in your breft, 
A gallant ladyes fall. 
Long was fhe woo’d, ere fhe was wonne, 
To lead a wedded life, 
But folly wrought her overthrowe 
Before fhee was a wife. 


Too foone, alas! fhee gave confent 
And yeelded to his will, 
Though he protefted to be true, 
And faithfull to her ftill. 
Shee felt her body altered quite, 
Her bright hue waxed pale, 
Her lovelye cheeks chang’d color white, 
Fer ftrength began to fayle. 


10 


‘3 


Soe that with many a forrowful figh, 
This beauteous ladye milde, 

With greeved hart, perceiv’d herfelfe 

To have eonceiv’d with childe. 
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Shee kept it from her parents fight 
As clofe as clofe might bee, 

And foe put on her filken gowne 
None might her {welling {ee. 


Unto her lover fecretly 
Her greefe fhee did bewray, 
And walking with him hand in hand, 
Thefe words to him did fay ; 
Behold, quoth fhee, a maids diftreffe 
By love brought to thy bowe, 
Behold I goe with childe by thee, 
But none thereof doth knowe. 


The little babe fprings in my wombe 
'To heare its fathers voyce, 
Lett it not be a baftard call’d, 
Sith I made thee my choyce : 
Come, come, my love, perform thy vowe 
And wed me out of hand ; 
O leave me not in this extreme, 
In griefe alwayes to ftand. 


Thinke on thy former promues, 
Thy oathes and vowes eche one ; 
Remember with what bitter teares 
To mee thou madeft thy moane. 
Convay me to fome fecrett place, 
And marry me with fpeede ; 


30 
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Or with thy rapyer end my life, 
Ere further fhame proceede. 


Alacke ! my deareft love, quoth hee, 
My greateft joye on earthe, 

Which waye can I convay thee hence, 
Without a fudden death ? 

Thy friends are all of hye degree, 
And I of meane eftate ; 

Full hard it is to gett thee forthe 
) a telah ole ache Z 
Out of thy fathers gate. 


Dread not thy life to fave my fame, 
For if thou taken bee, 

My felfe will ftep betweene the fwords, 
And take the harme on mee: 

Soe fhall I fcape difhonor quite ; 
And if I fhould be flaine 

What could they fay, but that true love 


Had wrought a ladyes bane. 


And feare not any further harme ; 
My felfe will foe devife, 

That I will ryde away with thee 
Unknowne of mortal eyes : 

Difguifed like fome pretty page, 
Tle meete thee in the darke, 

And all alone Ile come to thee, 

Hard by my fathers parke. 
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And there, quoth hee, Ile meete my deare 
If God foé lend me life, 

On ae day month without all faile 76 eo 
I will make thee my wife. i 

Then with a fweet and loving kiffe, 
They parted prefentlye, 

And att their partinge brinifh teares 


Stoode in eche others cye. So 


Att length the wifhed day was come, 
On which this beauteous mayd, 

With longing eyes, and ftrange attire, 
For her true lover ftayd: 

When any perfon thee efpyed 
Come ryding ore the plaine, 

She hop’d it was her owne tfue love ; 


But all her hopes were vaine. 


ie 2) 


anu 


Then did thee | weepe and fore bewayle 

Her moft unhappy fate; 9° 
Then did ibe ait ae woefull words, 

As fuccourlefs i 
O falfe, farfworne, and faithleffe man, 


Difloyall in thy love, 


fhee fate: 


Hatt thou forgott thy promife paft, 95 | 
And wilt thou perjur’d prove ! 
And haft thou now forfaken mee gE 


in this my gre 
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To end my dayes in open fhame, 

Which thou mightft well redreffe ? 106 
Woe worth the time I eer believ’d 

That flattering tongue of thine ; 
Would God that I had never feene 

The teares of thy falfe eyne. 


And thus with many a forrowful figh, 10% 
Homewards fhe went againe; 
Noe reft came in her waterye eyes, 
Shee felt fuch privye paine. 
In travail ftrong fhee fell that night, 
With many a bitter throwe ; 116 
What woefull pangs fhee then did feel, 
Doth eche good woman knowe. 


Shee called up her waiting mayd, 
That lay at her bedds feeté, 
Who mufing at her miftrefs woe, 11g 
Began full faft to weepe. ‘ . 
Weepe not, faid fhee, but fhutt the dores, 
And windowes round about, 
Let none bewray my wretched ftate, 
But keepe all perfons out. 126 


O miftrefs, call your mother deare, 
Of women you have neede, 

And of fome ikilfull midwifes helpe, 
That better you may fpeed. 

Call not my mother for thy life, 

Nor fetch no women here, 


AON 41) SP By ACE SURAP DES: 


The midwifes helpe comes all too late, 
My death I doe not feare. 


With that the babe fprang from her wombe 


No creature being nye, 


And with one fighe, which brake her heart, 


This gallant dame did dye. 
The lovely little infant yonge, 
The mother being dead, 
Refigned its new received breath 
To him that had it made. 


Next morning carae her own true love, 
Affrighted at the newes, 

And he for forrow flew himfelfe, 
Whom eche one did accufe. 

The mother with her new borne babe, 
Were both laid in one grave, 

Tlhicir parents overcome with woe, 
No joy thenceforth cold have. 


Take heed, you daintye damfelles all, 
Of flattering words beware, 

And of the honour of your name 
Have an efpecial care. 

Too true, alas! this ftory 1S, 
As many one can tell. 

By others harmes learne to be wife, 


And you fhall do full well. 
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XII. 
WALY WALY, LOVE BE BONN WY. 
A Scotrisy Sona, 


z.very ancient fong, but we could only give it from 
Some editions infiead of the four laft lines‘in 
the Jecond fianzahave thefe, which have too much merit to be 
RU hol 4 } i" Go, J 

“ Wohan cockle foells turn filler bells, 


1 muscles srow on every tre 


& Ce, 
VW ‘ ae rend farang Std crea wae ? 
“< Whan froft a 1a /NaW Jall warm us aw’, 
Dinter Ia 1 nae Avance tag : 3 
Lhpan /all my love prove true to me,’ 
vee the Orpheus Caledonius, €9c. 


fi ,: ~ ° = al = a .c¥? + 7: 7 
Arthur-feat mentioned in ver, 1 7.73 @ hill near Edinborough. 


O Waly waly up the bank, 


And waly waly down the brae, 


And waly waly yon burn fide, 
"here I and my love wer woat to gae. 
I leant my back unto an aik, 5 
I thought it was a trufty tree ; " 
But firft it bow’d, and fyne it brak, 


Sae my true love did lightly me. 


O waly, waly, gin love be bonny, 

A little time while it is new, 10 
But when its auld, it waxeth cauld, 

And fades awa’ like morning dew. 


O where- 


AND BALLADS. 


O wherfore fhuld I bufk my head? 
Or wherfore fhuld I kame my hair ? 
For my true love has me forfook, 
And fays he'll never loe me mair. 


Now Arthur-feat fall be my bed, 

The fheets fall neir be fyl’d by me: 
Saint Anton’s well fall be my drink, 

Since my true love has forfaken me, 
Marti’mas wind, whan wilt thou blaw, 

And fhake the green leaves aff the tree? 
© gentle death, whan wilt thou cum ? 

For of my life I am wearie. 


Tis not the froft, that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing fnaws inclemencie; 
Tis not fic cauld, that makes me cry, 
But my loves heart grown cauld to me, 
Whan we came in by Glafgowe town, 
We wereacomely fight to fee, 
My love was cled i’ th’ black velvet, 
And. I my fell in cramasie. 


But had I wift, before ¥ kifsé, 

‘That love had been fae ill to win, 
Thad lockt my heart in a cafe of gowd, 
And pinnd it with a filler pin. 

Vou. I. L 


29 
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Oh oh! if my young babe were horn, 
And fet upon the nurfes knee, 
And I my fell were dead and gane ! 
For a maid again Ife never be. 49 


XII. 


THE WANTON WIFE OF BATH. 


From an ancient copy in black-print, in the Pepys colletion. 
Mr. Addifon has pronounced this an excellent ballad: See 
the Speétator, N%. 248. 


N Bath a wanton wife did dwelle, 
As Chaucer he doth write ; 
Who did in pleafure fpend her dayes, 

And many a fond delight. 


Upon a time fore ficke fhe was 5 
And at the length did dye ; 

And then her foul at heaven gate, 
Did knocke mof mightilye. 


Firft Adam came unto the gate : 
Who knocketh there? quoth hee, FO 

} am the wife of Bath, fhe fayd, 

And faine would come to thee. 


AND BALLADS, 


Thou ait a finner, Adam fayd, 
And here no place fhalt have. q 

And. {fo art thou, I trowe, quoth fhee, rs a 
‘And eke a’ doting knave: 


I will come in, in {pight, fhe fayd, 
Of all fuch churles as thee : 
Thou wert the caufer of our woe; 
Our paine and mifery ; 20 


And firft broke Gods commandiments, 
In pleafure of thy wife. 

When Adam heard her tell this tale, 
He ranné away for life. 

Then downe came Jatcb at the gate, 25 
And bids her packe to hell, 

Thou falfe deceiving knave, quoth fhe; 
Thou mayft be there as well. 


NOMA LEA EES RAMU T AE 


For thou deceiv’dft thy father deare, 
And thine own brother too. 


= 


39 ai 
Away < flunk’ Jacob prefently, | 
And made no more adoo. 
She knockes again with might and maine, 
And Lot he chides her ftraite. 
How now, quoth the, thou drunken afs, 35 


Who bade thee here to prate ? 


L 2 ot Wats 
Ver. 16; Now gip you, 2, 
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With thy two daughters thou didft lye, 
On them two baftardes got. 
And thus .moft tauntingly fhe chaft 


Acaintt poor fill |] 
4Againit POO! Ly Lot, 


Who calleth there, quoth Judith then, 
With fuch fhrill- founding notes ? 
‘This fine minkes furely came not here, 


Quoth fhe, for cutting throats. 


Good Lord, how Judith blufh’d for fhame, 
When fhe heard her {ay foe ! 
King David hearing of the fame, 


ELC LO tHe gate would goe. 


Quoth David, who knockes there fo loud, 
And maketh all this ftrife ? 
You were more kinde, good Sir, fhe fayd, 


Unto Uriah’s wife. 

And when thy fervant thou didft caufe 
In battle to be flaine; 

‘Thou caufedft far more itrife than I, 


Who would come here fo faine. 


‘The woman’s mad, quoth Solomon, 
That thus doth taunt a king. 
vot half fo mad as you, fhe fayd, 


I trowe, in manye a thing. 


Thou 


45 
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Thou hadf feven hundred wives at once, 
For whom thou didft provide ; 

And yet, god wot, three hundred whores 

Thou muft maintaine befide : 


And they made thee forfake thy God, 65 
And worhhip ftockes and {tones ; 

Befides the charge they put thee to 
In breeding of young bones, 


Hadft thou not bin befide thy wits, 
Thou wouldft not thus have ventur’d ; 70 
And therefore I do marvel much, 


How thou this place haft enter’d. 


I never heard, quoth Jonas then 
yg > 


So vile a {cold as this. 


Thou whore-fon run-away, quoth fhe, 70 
Thou diddeft more amifs. 

‘ They fay’, quoth Thomas, womens tongues 
Of afpen-leaves are made. 

Thou unbelieving wretch, quoth the, 
All is not true that’s fayd. 80 


When Mary Magdalen heard her then, 
She came unto the gate. 

Quoth fhe, good woman, you muft think 
Upon your former ftate. 


ip 3 Nia | | 
Fer. 97, T think. P. 
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No finner enters in this place 
Quoth Mary Magdalene. Then 


*T were ill for you, fair miftrefs mine, 


Co 
Nery, 


She anfwered her agen : 


You for your honeftye, quoth fhe, 

Had once been fton’d to death; 90 
Had not our Saviour Chrift come by; 

And written on the earth. 


It was not by your occupation, 
You are become divine: 

I hope my foul in Chrift his paflion, 05 
Shall be as fafe as thine. 


Uprofe the good apoftle Paul, 
And to this wife he cryed, 

Except thou fhake thy fins away, 100 
Thou here fhalt be denyed. 


Remember, Paul, what thou haft done, 
All through a lewd defire : 
How thou didft perfecute God’s church, 
With wrath as hot as fire. 105 


Then up ftarts,Peter at the laft, 
And to the gate he hies : 

Fond fool, quoth he, knock not fo faft, 

Thou wearieft Chrift with cries, 


AND BALLADS. 


Peter, faid fhe, content thyfelfe, 110 
For mercye may be won, 
I never did deny my Chnift, f 
As thou thyfelfe haf done. a 


When as our Saviour Chrift heard this, 

With heavenly angels bright, 115 
He comes unto this finful foul. 

Who trembled at his fight. 


Of him for mercye fhe did crave, 
Quoth he, thou haft refus’d 

My profferd grace, and mercy both, 120 
And much my name abus’d. 


Sore have I finned, Lord, fhe fayd, 
And fpent my time in vaine, 
But bring me like a wandring fheepe 
‘Into thy flocke againe. 125 


Siiat SQUSTR Suge enrages prcaraa eee = ——— - 
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O Lord my God, I will amend 
My former wicked vice : 

The thief for one poor filly word, 
Paft into paradife. 


My lawes and my commandiments, 130 
Saith Chrift, were knowne to thee; 
But of the fame in any wife, 


Not yet one word did yee. | 
L 4 J grant i 
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I grant the fame, O Lord, quoth the ; 
Moft lewdly did I live : 13 
But yet the loving father did 


way 


His prodigal fon forgive. 


So IJ forgive thy foul, he fayd, 
Through thy repenting crye ; 

Come enter then into my joy, 140 
I will not thee denye, 


XIII. 
tT HE’ A WL D Gorn Si An, 
A ScoTrTtisu Sona. 


We have not been able to meet with a more ancient copy of 
this humorous old Jong, than that printed in the Tea-T able 


mifcellany, 3c. which Jeems to have admitted Jome cor-~ 
rup tions. 


| ae in an evening forth I went 
A little before the fun gade down, 
And there I chanc’t, by accident, 
To light on a battle new begun : 
A man and his wife wer fawn in a ftrife, 5 
J canna weel tell ye how it began ; 
But aye fhe wail’d her wretched life, 
And cryed evir, alake, mine auld goodman ! 


He. 


| o 
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He. 
Thy auld goodman, that thou tells of, 


i] 


The ccuntry kens where he was born, Ic 
Was but a filly poor vagabond, 

And ilka ane leugh him to {corn : 
For he did fpend and make an end 

Of gear * his fathers nevir’ wan, 
He gart the poor ftand frae the door; 1s 


Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


SHE. 

My heart, alake! is liken to break, 

Whan I think on my winfome John, 
His blinkan ee, and gait fae free, 

Was naithing like thee, thou dofend drone 3 29 
Wi? his rofie face, and flaxen hair, 

And a fkin as white as ony fwan, 
He was large and tall, and comely withall, 


Thou'lt nevir be like mine auld goodman. 
o 


Why doft thou plein? I thee maintein, 
For meal and mawt thou difna want ; 


N 
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But thy wild bees I canna pleate, 


Now whan our gear gins to grow icant. 
Of houhhold ftuf, thou haft enough, 

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan ; 30 
Of ficklike ware he left thee bare, 


Sae tell nae mair of thy auld good nan. 
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SHE, 
Yes I may tell, and fret my fell, 


To think on thofe blyth days I had, 


Whan I and he, together ley 
In armes into a well-made bed ; 
But now I figh and may be fad, 
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‘Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 


Thou falds thy feet and fa’s afleep: 


Thou’lt nevir be like mine auld goodman, 40 


Then coming was the night fae dark, 
And gane was a’ the light of day ? 


The carle was fear’d to mifs his mark, 


And therefore wad nae longer ftay : 


Then up he gat, and ran his way, 
I trowe, the wife the day fhe wan, 
And aye the owreword of the fray 


ap 
Ww 


Was evir, alake! mine auld goodman. 
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THE LADY ISABELLA’s TRAGEDY, 


This ballad is given from an old black-letter copy in the 


, collated avith another in the Britifo Museum, 
263. folio. It ts there entitled, ** The Lady Labella’s 


Tragedy, or The Step-Mother’s Cruelty: being a rela- 
tion of alamentable and cruel murther, committed on the 
body of the Lady Vabella, the only daughter of a noble 
duke, Se,—— To the tune of the Lady’s Fall.” 


THERE 


And a hunting he would ride, 
Attended by a noble traine 
Of gentrye by his fide, 


And while he did in chafe remaine, 
To fee both fport and playe; 
Fis ladye went, as the did feigne, 

Unto the church to praye. 


This lord he had a daughter faire, 
Whofe beauty fhone fo bright, 

She was belov’d, both far and neare, 
Of many a lord and knight. 


Fair [fabella was fhe call’d, 
A creature faire was fhee; 
She was her fathers only joye 5 
As you fhall after fee. 


Therefore her cruel ftep-mother 
Did envye her fo much ; 


That daye by daye fhe fought her life, 


Her malicé it was fuch. 


She bargain’d with the mafter-cook, 
‘To take her life awaye: 

And taking of her daughters book, 

She thus to her did faye, 


AND BALLADS. 
, HERE was a lord of worthy fame, 
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+ cuibdih tweet daughter, I thee praye, 
Go haften prefentlie ; 

And tell unto the matter -cook, 

Thefe wordes that I tell thee. 


And bid him dreffe to dinner flreight, 


That faire and milk-white doe ; 
That in the parke doth fhine fo bright, 


— 


here’s none {o faire to fhowe. 


This ladye fearing of no harme, 
Obey’d her mothers will ; 

And prefentlye fhe hafted home, 
Her pleafure to fulfill. 

She ftreight into the kitchen went, 
Her meffage for to tell ; 

And there the fpied the mafter-cook, 


Who did with malice fwell. 


Nowe, mafter-cook, it muftbe foe, 
Do that which IJ thee tell : 
You needes muft dreffe the milk-white doe, 


Which you do knowe full well. 


Then ftreight his cr: ell bloodye hands, 
He on the ladye layd ; 

Who quivering and fhaking ftands, 

While thus to her he fayd: 


AND BALLADS. 194 


Thou art the doe, that I muft dreffe ; 
See here, behold my knife ; 5° 
For it is pointed prefentlye, a 
To ridd thee of. thy life. ; 


O then, cried out the {cullion-boye, 
As loud as loud miglit bee ; 

O fave her life, good mafter-cook, Ss 
And make your pyes of mee! 


For pityes fake do not deftroye 
My ladye with your knife ; 
You know fhee is her father’s joye, 
For Chriftes fake fave her life. 6o 


I will not fave her life, he fayd, 
Nor make my pyes of thee; 

Yet if thou doft this deed bewraye, 
Thy butcher I will bee. 


Now when this lord he did come home 6&5 
For to fit downe and eat; 
He called for his daughter deare, 


‘To come and carve his meat. 


Now fit you downe, his ladye fayd, 

O fit you downe to meat: 7° 
Into fome nunnery fhe. is gone ; 

Your daughter deare forget, 


2 
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Then folemnlye he made a vowe, 
Before the companie : 

That he would neither eat nor drinke, 
Until he did her fee; 


NI 
SR. 


O then befpake the feullion-boye; 
With a loud voice fo hye: 
If now you will your daughter fee; 
My lord, cut up that pye: 80 


Wherein her flefhe is minced fmall; 
And parched with the fire ; 


X 


All caufed by her ftep-mothér, 
Who did her death defire. 


And curfed bee the mafter-cook, 2 


iW 


O curfed may he bee! 
{ proffered him my own hearts blood 
From death to fet her free, 


? 


Then all in blacke this lord did mourne ; 
or his daughters fake, oye 
iged her cruel] ftep-mothér 


To be burnt at a ftake, 


Likewife he judg’d the mafer-cook 
In boiling lead to fland ; 

And made the fimple {cullion-boye 

The heire of all his Jand. 


5a ie 
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XV. 
A HUE AND CRY AFTER CUPID. 


From Ben Fonfon’s Mafque at the marriage of lord vif. 
tount Hadington, on Shrove-Tue/day 1608. One franxa 
full of dry mythology we have omitted, as we found it dropt 
in a copy of this Jong printed in a fmall volume called 
6 Le Prince d’amour. Lond. 1660.” 8vo. 


EAUTIES, have yee feen a toy, 
Called Love, a little boy, 
Almof naked, wanton, blinde; 
Cruel now; and then as kinde ? 
If he be amongft yee, fay ; 


wa 


He is Venus’ run-away. 


Shee, that will but now difcover 

Where the winged wag doth hover, 

“Shall to-night receive a kiffe, 

How and where herfelfe would with: t 


o ae 
But, who brings him to his mother, | 
Shall have that kiffe, and another. | 
Markes he hath about him plentie : 
You may know him, among twentie. | 
All his body is a fire, 15 


And his breath a flame entire: 


2 Which . 
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Which being fhot, like lightning, in 


Wounds the heart, but not the fkin. 


Wings he hath, which though yee clip, 

He will leape from lip to lip, 20 
Over liver, lights, and heart, 

Yet not ftay in any part. 

And, if chance his arrow miffes, 

He will fhoot hinifelfe in kiffes. 


7 


He doth beare a golden bow, 2 


wa 


And a quiver hanging low, 

Full of arrowes, which outbrave 

Dian’s fhafts: where, if he have 

Any head more fharpe than other, 

With that firft he ftrikes his mother. - 30 


Still the faireft are his fuell, 

When his daies are to be cruell, 

Lovers hearts are all his food, 

And his bathes their warmeft bloud : 

Nowght but wounds his hand doth feafon, 35 
And he hates none like to Reafon. 


Truft him not: his words, though {weet, 
Seldome with his heart doe meet, 
All his practice is deceit ; 


Fiverie gift 1s but a bait. 
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Not a kiffe, but poyfon beares : 
And moft treafon in his teares, 


Idle minutes are his raigne ; 

Then the ftraggler makes his gaine, 

By prefenting maids with toyes 4S 
And would have yee thinke hem joyes : 

°T is the ambition of the elfe, 

To have all childifh, as himfelfe. 


If by thefe yee pleafe to know him, 

Beauties, be not nice, but fhow him. 50 
Though yee had a will to hide him, 

Now, we hope, yee’le not abide him, 

Since yee heare this falfer’s play, 

ind that he is Venus’ run-away. 


XVII. 


THE KING OF FRANCE?’s DAUGHTER. 


From the Editor’s ancient folio MS. collated with an old 
black-letter copy in the Pepys Colleien, intitled, «+ An ex 
“* cellent Ballad of a prince of England’s court/bip to the king 
“* of France’s daughter, Sc. To the tune of Crimson Velvet.” 

Many breaches having been made in this old Jong by the 
hand of time, principally (as wight bé expefted) in the quick 
returns of therhime; we have attempted to repair them. 


N the dayes of old, 
When faire France did Aourith, 
Vou. I. M _ Storyes 
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Storyes plaine have told, 

Lovers felt annoye. 

The queene a daughter bare, 

Whom beautyes qucene did nourih : 
She was lovelye faire, 

She was her fathers joye. 

A prince of England came, 
Whofe deeds did merit fame, 

But he was exil’d, and outcai: 
Love his foul did fre, 

Shee granted his deffre, 

Their hearts in one were linked fait, 
Which when her father proved, 
Sorelye he was moved, 

And tormented in his minde, 

He fought for to prevent them ; 
And to difcontent them 
Fortune croffed « thefe’ lovers kinde. 


When thefe princes twaine, 
Were thus barr’d of pleafure, 
‘Through the kinges difdaine, 
Which their joyes withfoode : 
The lady foone prepar’d 
Her jewells and her treafure ; 
Having no regard 
For ftate and royall blcode; 
In homelye poore array, 
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She went from court aw: Y> 30 
To meet her joye and héarts delight $ 
Who in a forreft great 


Had taken up his feat, 
‘To wayt her coming in the night, 

But, lo!. what facaey dariger; 35 
To this princely ftranger 

Chanced, as he fate alone | 
By outlawes he was robbed, 
And with ponyards ftabbed, 

Uttering many a dying grene. 40 


The princeffe, arm’d by love; 
‘And by chatfte defire, 

All the night did rove 
Without dread at ail; 

Still unknowne fhe paft 4° 


om 
oF Se 


In her ftrange attire ; 
Coming at the laft 

Within echoes call, 
You faire woods, quoth fhee; 
Honoured may you bee, 


LW 
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Hortdieae my hearts-delicht 3 
tian) o 
Which encom pais here 
My joye and only deare 


> 

My truftye friend, and comelye kni 
Sweete, I come unto thee, ee 
a epte Faeces oo i i 
owecete, i coine to woo thee; 


raat 


i: + 1 fo 
Phat thou m ayic hot angrye pee 
d 


ft 
a] 1 ? . 
For my lone delaying : : 
A ¢! o J 


For thy curteous ftaying 
Soone amendes Jle make to thee, 


Paffing thus alone 

Through the filent foreft, 
Many a grievous grone 

Sounded in her eares : 
She heard one complayne 

And lament the foreft, 
Seeming all in payne, 

Shedding deadly teares. 
Farewell, my deare, quoth hee, 
Whom I muft never fee, 

For why my life is att an end, 
Through villaines crueltye : 

For thy {weet fake I dye, 

To fhow I am a faithfull friend. 
Here I lye a bleeding, 

While my thoughts are feeding 

On the rareft beautye found. 
© hard happ, that may be! 
Little knowes my ladye 

My heartes blood lyes on the ground, 


With that a grone he fends 
Which did burft in funder 

All the tender ‘ bands’ 
Of his gentle heart. 

She, who knewe his voice, 
At his wordes did wonder ; 
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All her former joyes 
Did to griefe convert, 
Strait fhe ran to fee, 
Who this man fhold bee, 
That foe like her love did feeme: 
Her lovely lord fhe found 
Lye flaine upon the ground, 
Smear’d with gore a ghaftlye ftreame. 
‘Which his lady {pying, 
Shrieking, fainting, crying, 
Her forrows cold not uttered bee : 
Fate, fhe cryed, too cruell ! 
For thee—my deareft._ jewell, 
| Would God! that I had dyed for thee. 
His pale lippes, alas ! 
Twentye times fhe kiffed, 
And his face did wath, 
With her trickling teares : 
Every gaping wound 
Tenderlye fhe preffed, 
And did wipe it round 
With her golden haires, 
Speake, faire love, quoth fhee, 
Speake, faire prince, to mee, 
One fweete word of comfort give. 
Lift up thy deare eyes, 
Liften to my cryes, 
Thinke in what fad griefe I live. 
M 3 
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in vaine fhe fued, tI 


” § 
All in vaine fhe wooed, 
‘The princes life-was fled and gone, 
There ftood fhe ftill mourning, 
Tull the funs retourning, 
And bright day was coming on, 120 


ereat ciftrefle 
8 
, a 
Weeping, wayline ever 
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Oft fhee cryed, alas ! 
XX7} ’ 1}, } ne eee ps 2 
What will become of mee ? 
lomy fathers court 125 
T he ee 
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+h) 7 pa lh 1 , 
V¥ e€ ¢ hi ne 26 
eeping all : . 130 


Tee a eo ee ae ee feare: 
in this qeepe and deadlye feare: 
i e 


Ce) to] 
Moved with her forrowe, 135 


Maid, quoth he, good morrowe, 


vapp has brought 


Till I could obtaine 

A fervice in my neede ? 
Paines I will not {pa ire. 

This kinde favour doe me, 
t will eafe°my care ; 

Heaven fhall be thy meede. 
The for’fter all amaze 
On her beantye 

Till his heart was fet en fire. 

If, faire maid, quoth hee, 
You will goe with mee, 

You fhall have your hearts defire. 
He brought her to his mother, 
And above all other 

‘He fett forth this maidens praife. 
Long was his heart inflamed, 

At length her love he gained, 


And fortune crown’d his future dayes. 


"Thus unknowne he wedde 


With a kings faire daughter 3 
Children feven they had, 

Ere fhe told her birth. 
Which when once he Knew, 

ee he befought her 

Te to the worid might fhew, 

ae er rank and princelye worth, 


Sf 


e cloath’d his children then, 
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{Not like other men) 170 
In partye-colours ftrange to fee; 
The right fide cloth of gold, 
The left fide to behold, 
Of woollen cloth ftill framed hee. 
Men thereatt did wonder; 17 
Golden fame did thunder 
This ftrange deede in every place : 
The king of France came thither, 
Being pleafant weather, 


In thefe woods the hart to chafe. 180 


‘7 


The children then they bring, 
So their mother will’d it, 
Where the royall king, 
Muft of force come bye: 
Their mothers riche array, 185 
Was of crimfon velvet: 
Their fathers all of gray, 
Seemelye to the eye. 
Then this famous king, 
Noting every thing, 
Afkt how he durft be fo bold 
To let his wife foe weare, 
And decke his children there, 
In coftly robes of pearl and gold. 
The forrefter replying, 
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And the caufe defcrying *, 

To the king thefe words did fay, 
Well may they, by their mother, 
Weare rich clothes with other, 

Being by birth a princefse gay. 


The king aroufed thus, 
More heedfullye beheld them, 
Till a crimfon bluth 
His remembrance croft. 
‘The more I fix my mind 
On thy wife and children, 
The more methinks I find 
The daughter which I loft. 
I am that child, quoth thee, 
Falling on her knee, 
Pardon mee, my foveraine liege. 
The king perceiving this, 
His daughter deare did kifs, 
While joyfull teares did ftopp his fpeeche. 
With his traine he tourned, 
And with them fojourned. 
Strait he dubb’d her hufband knight, 
Then made him erle of Flanders, 
And chiefe of his commanders, 
Thus were their forrowes put to flight, 


* ie. deferibing, See Gloft. 
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f¢ Tragedies, The one of the murder of Maifter Beech, a 
§* chandler in Thames-fireete, Sc. The other of a young 
** child murihered in a wood by two ruffins, with the con- 
6 fent of his unkle. By Rob, Yarrington, 1601. Ato.” 
Our ballad-maker has frilly by alinpid the play in the de- 
Jeription of the father and fishin s dying charge: in the 
ares promife to take care fad heir Pt wes bis hiring tava 
‘uffians to defiroy bis ward, under pretence of fending to chool; 
sbeir chufing a wood to Bea ne the mer RS I in: one of the 
ruffians relenting, and a battle enfuing, &Fc. In other re- 
feet he has departed from the play. In the latter the /cene 
ts laid in Padua; there is but one child: which is murdered 


by a yore Z : fab of the unrelenting rujin: he is flain 
himfelf by his lef; blaody ccmpanion, But ere oe) dies gives the 


ether a mortal wound: the latter living but ; juft long enoug A 
to impeach the uncle: ven in confequence oF this impeach 
ment 7s arraigned and executed by the hand of juftice, ese. 
Whoever compares the play with the ballad, quill have na 
is tot but Me fermer is the original: the language is far 
pox obfolete, and fuck a vein “of fimplicity runs thro the 
whole per, formance, that had the ballad been written firft, 
there is no doubt but every circumftance of tt would have 
been received into the drama: Uo cis this was probably 
built on fome Italian nowel. 
Printed from tave Ken eapies one of them in black lett 
in the Pepys Collection. It’s title at large is, *« The Gy irae 
<< in the Wood: or, Lhe Nor “folk Confleman® Lap Will and 
Teftament : To the tune of Rogero, &Fc.” 


iS OW ponder well, you parents deare, 
“i Thefe w rordes, which I fhall write ; 
A doleful ftory you ‘fhall heare, 

Jn time brought forth to light: 
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A gentleman of good account, 
In Norfolke dwelt of late, 


Who did in honour far furmount 


wy 


Mot men of his eftate, 


Score ficke he was, and like to dye, 
No helpe his life could fave ; ie) 
His wife by him as ficke did lye, 
And both poffeft one grave. 
No love between thefe two was loft, 
Each was to other kinde, 
In love they liv’d, in love they dyed, 15 
And left two babes behinde ; 


The one a fine and pretty boy, 
Not pafling three yeares olde ; 
The other a girl more young than he, 
And fram’d in beautyes molde: 20 
‘The father left his little fon, 
As plainly doth appeare, 
When he to perfect age fhonld come, 
Three hundred poundes a yeare. 


And to his little daughter Jane 26 
Five hundred poundes in gold, 

To be paid downe on marriage-day, 
Which might not be controll’d ; 

But if the children chance to dye,’ 

Ere they to age fhould come, 
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Their unclé fhould poffeffe their wealth 
For fo the wille did run. 


Now, brother, faid the dying man, 
Look to my children deare, 

Be good unto my boy and girl, 
No friendes elfe have they here ; 

To God and you I recommend 
My children deare this daye, 

But little while be fure we have 


Within this world to ftaye. 


You mutt be father and mother both, 
And uncle all in one; 

God knowes what will become of them, 
When I am dead and gone. 

With that befpake their mother deare, 
O brother kinde, quoth thee, 

You are the man muit bring our babes 
To wealth or miferie. 


And if you keep them carefully, 
Then God will you reward ; 
But if you otherwife thould deal, 
God will your deedes regard. 
With lippes as cold as any ftone, 
They kift their children finall : 
God blefs you both, my children deate ; 
With that the teares did fall, 
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Thefe fpeeches then their brother fpake, 
To this ficke couple there, 

The keeping of your children f{mall; 
Sweet fifter, do not feare ; 

God never profper me nor mine, 
Nor aught elfe that I have 

If I do wrong your children deare; 


When you are layd in grave. 


The parents being dead and gone, 
The children home he takes, 

And bringes them ftraite unto his houfe; 
Where much of them he makes. 

He had not kept thefe pretty babes 
A twelvemonth and a daye, 

But, for their hé did devifé 


‘To make them both awaye. 


He bargain’d with two ruffians ftrong, 
Which were of furious moo 

That they fhould take thefe children young; 
And flaye them in a wood: 

And told his wife and all he had 
He did the children fend 

‘To be brought up in fair 


With one that was his friend, 


Away then went thefe pretty babes, 
Rejoycing at that tide, 
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Rejoycing with a ‘merry minde, 
They fhould on cock-horf ‘ride. 


They prate and prattle pleafantly, 


&4 
wy 


As they rode on the waye, 
To thofe that fhould their butchers be, 


And work their lives decaye. 


£o that the pretty fpteche they had, 
Made murthers heart relent, 9° 

And they that undertooke the deed, 
Full fore did now repent. 

Yet one of them more hard of heart, 
Did vowe to do his charge, 

Becaufe the wretch, that hired him, 


oO 
ah 


Had paid him very large. 


The other won’t agree thereto, 
So here they feH to ftrife, 
With one anothet they did fight, 


EMRE aap Se ESTE 


About the childrens life: + ere) 
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And he that was of mildeft mood, 
Did flaye the other there, 

Within an unfrequented wood, 
While babes did quake for feare. 


ieee: 


Te took the children by the hand, 203 
Teares ftanding in their eye, 


And bad them firaitwaye follow him, 


And look they did not ¢rye : 
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And two long miles he ledd them on, 

While they for bread complaine ; 110 
Staye here, quoth he, I’ll bring you fome, 

When I come back againe. 


Thefe pretty babes, with hand in hand, 
Went wandering up and downe; 
But never more could fee the man 11g 
Approaching from the town: 
Their prettye lippes with black-berries, 
Were all befmear’d and dyed, 
And when they fawe the darkfome night, 
They fat them downe and cryed. 120 


Thus wandered thefe two little babes, 
Till deathe did end their grief, 
In one anothers armes they dyed, 
As babes wanting relief: 
No burial “this’ pretty ¢ pair’ 125 
Of any man receives, 
Till Robin-red-breaft painfully 
Did cover them with leaves. 


And now the heavy wrathe of God 

Upon their uncle fell; 130 
Yea, fearfull fiends did haunt his houfe, 

His confcience felt an hell ; 
His barnes were fir’d, his goodes confum’d, 

His landes were barren made, 

His 

Ver. 125. thefe.. babes. P Pe 


His cattle dyed within the field, 
And nothing with him ftayd. 


And in a voyage to Portugal, 
Two of his fonnes did dye; 


And to conclude, himfelfe was brought 


‘To want and miferye : 


He pawn’d and mortgaged all his land 


- Ere feven yeares came about. 
And now at length this wicked aé& 
Did by this meanes come out: 


The fellowe, that did take in hand 
Thefe children for to kill, 

Was for a robbery judged to dye, 
Such was Gods bleffed will ; 

Who did confefs the very truth, 
As here hath been difplay’d : 

Their uncle having dyed in gaol, 
Where he for debt was layd. 


You that executors be made, 
And overfeers eke 

Of children that be fatherlefs, 
And infants mild and meek; 

Take you example by this thing, 
And yield to each his right, 

Left God with fuch like miferye 
Your wicked minds requite, 

Yau, I. N 
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XIX. 
A LO V ESV aos 


From the Editor’s folio Manufcript. 


A Lover of late was JI; 
For Cupid would have it foe, 


The boye that hath never an eye, 
As everye man doth knowe: 
I fighed and fobbed, and cryed, alas ! 5 


For her that laught, and call’d me afs. 


Then knew not I what to doe, 
When I faw it was all in vaine 
A ladye fo coy to woe, 
Who gave me the affe fo plaine: 1@ 
Yet would I her affe freelye bee, 
Soe fhee would. helpe and beare with mee. 


An’ I were as faire as fhee, 
Or fhee were as fond as I, 
What paire cold have made, as wee, 15 
So prettye a fympathye : 
[ was as fond as fhee was was faire, 
But for all this we could not paire. 
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Paire with her that will for mee, 
Wath her I will never paire ; 
‘That cunningly can be edy, 
For being a little faire, 
Khe affe I'll leave to her difdaine ; 


And now I am myfelfe againe, 
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XX. 
THE KING AND MILLER OF MANSFIELD. 


It has been a favourite Jubjed? with our Englib ballad. 
makers to reprefent our kings converfing, either by accident or 
defign, with the meaneft of their ubjects. Ofthe former hind, 
befides this fong of the King and the Miller ; we have K. Ed. 
ward IV. and the Tanner; K. Henry and the Soldier ; K, 
James I, and the Tinker, €3c. Of the latter Jort, are K. 
Alfred and the Shepherd; K. Henry VII, and the Cobler, 
Sc, —- A: few of the beft of thefe we have admitted into 
this collefion. Both the author of the Following ballad, and 
others who have written on the Jame plan, feem to have 
copied a very ancient poem, intitld JouN THE Reeve, 
which is built on an adventure of the fame hind, that hap- 
pened between K. Edward Longfoanks; and. one of his 
Reeves or Bailifi.. This is a piece of great antiquity, being 
written before the time of Edward IV. and for its genuine 
humour, diverting incidents, and Saithful pi@ure of ruftic 
manners, 1s infinitely fuperior to all tha hace Been fince 
written in imitation of it. The editor has a copy in bis 
ancient folio M §. but its lenoth rendered it emproper for this 
work, it confifting of more than 900 fines. It contains 
allo fome corruptions, and the edstor chufes to defer its 
publication in hopes that Jome time or other he Jeall be able te 

remove them. 
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The following is printed from the editor’s ancient folie 
MS. collated with an old black-letter copy in the Pepys col- 
leion, intitled ** A pléafant ballad of K. Henry Il. and the 
‘© Miller of Mansfield, ce.” 


Parn?F THE FrrsT. 


ENRY, our royall king, would ride a hunting 
H To the greene: foreft fo pleafant and faire ; 
To fee the harts fkipping, and dainty does tripping = 
To merry Sherwood his nobles repaire : 
Hawke and hound were unbound, all things prepar’d § 
For the game, in the fame, with good regard, 


All a long fummers day, rode the king pleafantlye, 
With all his princes and nobles eche one ; 

Chafing the hart and hind, and the bucke gallantlye, 
Till the dark evening enforc’d hem turne home. 16 

Then at laft, riding faft, he had loft quite 

All his lords in the wood, late in the might. 


Wandering thus wearilye, all alone, wp and downe, 
With a rude miller he mett at the laft : 

Atking the ready way unto faire Nottingham ; 15 
Sir, quoth the miller, I meane not to jett, 

Yet I thinke, what I thinke, footh for to fay, 

You doe not lightlye goe out of your way. 


Why, what dof thou think of me quoth, our king merrily, 


Pafling thy judgment upon me {o briefe 20 
Good 
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Good faith, fayd the miller, I meane not to flatter thee; 

I guefs thee to bee but fome gentleman thiefe ; 
Stand thee backe, in the darke; light not adowne, 
Left that I prefentlye cracke thy knaves crowne. 


@hou doft ebufe me much, 440th the king, faying thus ; 
I ama gentleman ; lodging doe lacke. 26 
Thou haf not, quoth th’ miller, one groat in thy purfe ; 
All thy inheritance hanges on thy backe. 
I have gold to difcharge all that I call; 
If it be forty pence, I will pay all, 30 


If thou beeft a true man, then quoth the miller, 

I fweare by my toll-dith, I’ll lodge thee all night. 
Here’s my hand, quoth the king, that was I ever. 

Nay, fof, quoth the miller, thou mayt be a fprite. 
Better V’ll know thee, ere hands we will fhake ; 35 
With nene but honeft men hands will I take. 

Thus they went all along unto the millers houfe ; 

Where they were feething of puddings and foufe : 
The miller firft enter’d in, after him went the king ; 

Never came hee in foe fmoakye a houfe. 40 
Now, quoth hee, let me fee here what you are? _ 
Quoth our king, looke your fill, and doe not fpare. 


I like well thy countenance, thou haft an honeft face; 
With my fon Richard this night thou fhalt lye. 
Quoth his wife, by my troth, itis ahandfome youth, 45 
N 3 Yet 
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Yet is beft, hufband, to deal warilye. 
Art thou noe run-away, prythee, youth, tell ? 
Shew me ek paffport, and all fhal bewell: 


Then our king prefentlye, making lowe cour tefye, 
With his hatt in his hand, thus he did fay ; 59 
noes noe paffport, nor never was fervitor, 
But a poor courtyer, rode out of my way: 
And for your kindnefs here offered to mee, 


T xii rp, 1¢ vO 5 cae v lee AA. 
i Will requite \ Ou ln every e€ aceree ° 


Then to the miller his wife whifper’d fecretlye, 55 
Saying, it feemeth, this youth’s of good kin, 


Both: by his Wan and eke by his manners ; 
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m out, certainlye, were a great fin. 
Yea, quoth hee, you may fee, he hath fome grace, 
When he doth fpeake to his betters in place. ‘eter 


Well,quo’the millers wife, young man,y’ere welcome here, 
And, though I fay it, well lodged fhall bee : 
Frefh ftraw will I have, laid on thy bed fo brave, 
Good brown fheetes h 1empen likewife, quoth thee. 
Aye, quoth the good man ; and when that is done, 65 
Thou fhalt lye with no worfe, than our own fonne. 


Nay, firft, quoth Richard, good-fellowe, tell me true ? 
Haft thou noe creepers within thy gay hofe? 
Or art thou not troubled with the f{cabbado? 
F pray, quoth the king, what creatures are thofe? 70 
2, 
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Art thou not lowfy, nor fcabby, quoth hee? 
If thou beeft, furely thou lyeft not with mee. 


This caus’d the king, fuddenlye, to laugh moft heartilye, 


Till the teares trickled faft downe from his eyes. 
Then to their fupper were they fet orderlye, 

With hot bag-puddings, and good apple-pyes ; 
Nappy ale, good and ftale, in a browne bowle, 
Which did about the board merrilye trowle. 


Here, quoth the miller, good felhowe, [ll drinke to thee, 


And to all «cuckolds, wherever they bee. 


86 


I pledge thee, quoth our king, and thanke thee heartilye, 


For my good welcome in everye degree. 
And here, in like manner, I drinke to thy fonne : 
Do then, quoth Richard, and quicke let it come. 


Wife, quoth the miller, fetch me forth lightfoote, 85 
That we of his fiweetneffe a little may taite ; 
A faire ven’fon paftye brought fhe out prefentlye ; 
Eate, quoth the miller, but, fir, make no wafte. 
Here’s dainty lightfoote, in faith, fayd the king, 
I never before eate fo daintye a thing. 90 
I wis, quoth Richard, no daintye at all it is, 
For we doe eate of it ESvary® day. 
In what place, fayd our king, may be bought like to this? 
We never pay pennye for itt, by my fay: 
N 4 From 
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From merry Sherwood we fetch it home here ; 95 
Now and then we make bold with our kings deer. 


Then I thinke, fayd our king, that it is venifon. 
Eche foole, quoth Richard, full well may know that: 
Never are wee without two or three in the roof, 
Very well flefhed, and excellent fat : 100 
But, prythee, fay nothing wherever thou goe; 
We wold not, for two pence, the king fhould it knowe, 
i Doubt not, then fayd the king, my promift fecrefye x 
| The king fhall never know more on’t for mee. 
A cupp of lambs wool they dranke unto him then, 105 
And to their bedds they paft prefentlie. 
The nobles, next morning, went all up and down, 
For to feeke out the king in everye towne, 


At laft, at the millers «cott’, foone they efpy’d him out, 
As he was mounting upon his faire fteede ; IQ 

To whom they came prefently, falling down on their knee; 
Which made the millers heart wofully bleede : 

Shaking and quaking, before him he ftood, 

Thinking he fhould have been hang’d, by the rood, 


The king perceiving him fearfully trembling, 11g 
Drew forth his fword, but nothing he fed ; 

The miller downe did fall, crying before them all, 
Doubting the king would have cut off his head : 

But he his kind courtefye for to requite, 

Gave him great living, and dubb’dhima knight. 120 


PAR? 
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PART THE SECOND. 


Hen as ourroyall kingcame home fromNottingham, 
V And with his nobles at Weftminfter lay ; 
Recounting the fports and paftimes they had taken, 

In this late progrefs along on the way ; 
Of them all, great and {mall, he did protett, Ld 
The miller of Mansfield liked him betft. 


And now, my lords, quoth the king, I am determin’d 
Againft St. Georges next fumptuous feat, 
That this old miller, our new confirmed knight, 
With his fon Richard, fhal here be my guett: 10 
For in this merryment, ’tis my defire 
To talke with the jolly knight, and the young fquire, 


When as the noble lords faw the kinges pleafantnefs, 
They were right joyfull and glad in their “earts ; 

A purfuivant there was fent ftraight on the bufinefs, 15 
The which had often-times been in tno’ parts. 

When he came to the place, where they did dwell, 

His meffage orderlye then ’gan he tell. 

God fave your worfhippe, then faid the meflenger, 
And grant your ladye her owne hearts defire ; 20 

And to your fonne Richard good fortune and happinefs ; 
That fweet, gentle, and gallant young fquire. 

Our king greets you well, and thus he doth fay, 

court on St. Georges day : 


1 rey 
You muft come to the ra Therefore 
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Therfore, in any cafe, faile not to be in place. 25 
I wis, quoth the miller, this is an odd jeft: 
What fhould we doe there? faith, Iam halfe afraid. 


I doubt, quoth Richard, to be hang’d at the leaft. 


Nay, quoth the meflenger, you doe miftake ; 
Our king he provides a great feaft for your fake. 30 


Then fayd the miller, by my troth, meflenger, 
Thou haft contentéd my worfhippe full well. 
Hold here are three farthings, to quite thy geatlenefs, 
For thefe happy tydings, which thou doft tell, 


Let me fee, hear thou mee; tell to our king, 35 


7 1 


Well wayt on his mafterfhipp 1 In everye thing. 


The purfuivant fmiled at their fimplicitye, 

And, making many leggs, tooke their reward ; 
And taking then his leave with great humilitye. 

To the kings court againe he repair’d ; 40 
Shewing unto his grace, merry and free, 


The knightes moft liberall gift and bountie, 


When he was gone away, thus gan the miller fay, 
Here come expences and charges indeed ; 


Now muft we needs be brave, tho’ we fpend all we have ; 
For of new garments we have great need : 46 


Of horfes and ferving-men we muft have ftore, 
With bridles and faddles, and twentye things more 


Tufhe, 
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Tuthe, firJohn,quoth his wife, never here frett nor frowne; 
You fhall n’er be attno charges for mee, 50 
For I will turne and trim up my old ruffet gowne, 
With everye thing elfe as fine as may bee ; 
And on our mill-horfes fwift we will ride, 
With pillowes and pannells as we fhall provide. 


In this moft ftatelye fort, rode they unto the court, 55° 
Their jolly fonne Richard foremost of all; 

Who fet up. by good hap, a cocks feather in his cap, 
And fo they jetted downe to the kings hall; 

The merry old miller with hands on his fide ; 

His wife, like maid Marian, did mince at that tide. 606 


The king and his. nobles that heard of their coming, 
Meeting this gallant knight with his brave traine ; 

Welcome, fir knight, quoth he, with your gay lady: 
Good fir John Cockle, once welcome againe : 

And fo is the {quire of courage foe free. 65 

‘Quoth Dicke, abots on you; doe you know mee? 


Quoth our king gentlye, how fhould I forget thee ? 

That waft my owne -yainolitin well it [ wot. 
Yea, fir, guoth Richard, and by the fame token, 

‘Thou with thy farting didit make the bed hot. 70 
‘Thou whore-fon unhappy knave, then quoth the knight, 


Speake cleanly to our king, or-elfe go fhite. 
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The king and his courtiers laugh at this heartily, 
While the king taketh them both by the hand ; 

With ladyes and their maids, like to the queen of fpades, 
‘The millers wife did foe orderly fland, 76 

A milk-maids courtefye at every word ; 

And downe the folkes were fet to the board : 


Where the king royally, in princelye majeftye, 
Sate at his dinner with joy and delight: 89 
When they had eaten well, then hee to jefting fell, 
Taking a bowle of wine, dranke to the knight ; 
Heres to you both, in wine, ale and beer; 
Thanking you heartilye for my good cheer. 


Quoth fir John Cockle, I'll pledge you a pottle, 85 
Were it the beft ale in Nottinghamfhire : 

But then faid our king, now I think of a thing; 
Some of your lightfoote Iwould we had here. 

Ho! ho! quoth Richard, full well I may fay it, 

*Tis knavery to eate it, and then to betray it. 92 


Why art thouangry ? quoth our king merrilyes 
Tn faith, I take it very unkind: 

T thought thou would& pledge me intale and wine heartily. 
Quoth Dicke, you are like to flay till I have din’d; 
You feed us with twatling dithes foe fmall; 95 
Zounds, a blacke-pudding is better than all. | 


Ayes 
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Aye, marry, quoth our king, that were a daintye thing, 
Could a man get but one here for to eate. 

With thatDicke ftraite arofe,and pluckt one forth his hofe, 
Which with heat of his breech gan to {weate. 190 

The king made a proffer to fnatch it away :-— 

Tis meat for your mafter: good fir, you muft flay. 


Thus in great merrimeut, was the time wholly {pent ; 
And then the ladyes prepared to dance: 

Old fir John Cockle, and Richard, incontinent TOs 
Unto their paces the king did advance : 

Here with the ladyes fuch fport they did make, 

The nobles with laughing did make their fides ake. 


Many thankes for their paines did the king give them, 
Afking young Richard, if he would wed ; 11G 

Among thefe ladyes free, tell me which liketh thee ? 
Quoth he, Jugg Grumball, with the red head : 

She’s my love, fhe’s my life, her will I wed ; 

She hath fworn I fhall have her maidenhead. 


Then fir John Cockle the king call’d unto him, 11g 
And of merry Sherwood made him o’er-feer ; 

And gave him out of hand three hundred pound yearlye; 
Now take heede you fteale no more of my deer : 

And once a quarter let’s here have your view ; 


And now, fir John Cockle, I bid you adieu. 120 
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XXI, 
NU, ie Lae ae 


Given from two ancient copies, one in black-print, zn the 
Pepys collection; the other in the editor's folio MS. The 
Sourth fianza is not found in MS, aud Jeems redundant. 


S at noone Dulcina refted 
In her fweete and fhady bower, 
Came a fhepherd, and requefted 
In her lappe to fleep an hour: 
But from her looke a wounde he tooke 
So deepe, that for a further boone 
The nymphe he prayes: whereto fhe fayes, 
Foregoe me now, come to me foone. 


But in vayne fhee did conjure him 


To departe her prefence foe, 1o 


And but one to bid him goe: 
Where lippes invite, and eyes delight, 
And cheekes, as frefh as rofe in june, 
Perfuade delay, what boots to fay, i 


Foregoe me now, come to me foone, 
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He demands, what time for pleafure 
Can there be more fit than now ? 
She fayes, night gives love that leifure, 
Which the day doth not allow. 2@ 
He fayes, the fight < improves delight : 
‘ Which fhee denies ; nights mirkie noone 
In Venus’ playes makes bold, fhe fayes ; 
Foregoe me now, come to mee foone. 


But what promife or profeflion 


S& 


a 


From his hands could purchafe fcope ? 
Who would fell the fweet poffeffion 

Of fuche beautye for a hope? 
Or for the fight of lingering night 

Foregoe the prefent joyes of noone ? 3¢ 
Though ne’er foe faire her {peeches were, 

Foregoe me now, come to me foone. 


How, at laft, agreed thefe lovers ? 
Shee was fayre and he was young : 
The tongue may tell what th’eye difcovers ; 


2 
wu 


Joyes unfeene are never fung. 
Did fhee confent, or he relent; 
Accepts hee night, or grants fhee noone ; 
Left he her mayd, or not ; fhe fayd 
Foregoe me now, come to me foone. 4® 


XXII. THE 
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ie XXIL 
THE WANDERING PRINCE OF TROY. 


This excellent old ballad, which perhaps ought to have 
Leen placed earlier in the volume, ts given from the editor’s 
folio MS. collated with tawo different printed copies, both 
in black letter in the Pepys collection. 

The reader will fmile to obferve with what natural and 
affecting fimplicity, our ancient ballad-maker has engrafted 
a Gothic conclufion on the claffic ftory of Virgil, from whom, 
however, it is probable he had it not. Nor can it be denied, 
but he has dealt ont his poetical juftice with amore impartial 
hand, than that celebrated poet. 


WH N Troy towne had, for ten yeares ¢ paft,’ 
Withftood the Greeks in manful wife, 
hen did their foes increafe fo faft, 
That to refift nought could fuffice =’ 
Waft lye thofe walls, that were foe good, S 
And corn now grows where Troy towne ftood. 


ZEneas, wandering prince of Troy, 
When he for land long time had fought, 
At length arriving with great joy, 
To mighty Carthage walls was brought ; 1g 
Where Dido queen, with fumptuous feaft, 
Did entertaine this wandering gueft. 


nea 
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And as in-hall at meate they fate, 
The queen defirous newes to hear, 
‘Says, of thy Troys unhappy fate’ 
Declare to me thou Trojan dear : 
The heavy hap and chance fo bad, 
Which thou poore wandering prince haft had. 


And then anon this comely knight, 
With words demure, as he could well, 
Of their unnappy ten yeares ‘ fight’, 
So true a tale began to tell, 
With words fo fweet, and fighs fo deepe, 
That oft he made them all to weepe. 


And then a thoufand fighes he fet, 
And everye fighe brought teares amaine, 
That where he fate the place was wet, 
As though he had feene thofe warrs againe ; 
Soe that the queene, with ruth therefore, 
Sayd, worthye prince, enough, no more, 
And now the darkfome night drew on, 
And twinkling ftarres the fkye befpred, 
When he his dolefull tale had done, 
And everye one was laid in bed: 
Where they full fweetlye took their reft, 
Save only Dido’s boyling breatt. | 


This feely woman never flept, 
But in her chamber all alone, 
O 


2G 


25 
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As one unhappy, alwaies wept, 
And to the walls fhee made her mone 3 40 
That fhee fhould fo defire in vaine 
The thing, that fhee could ne’er obtaine. 


And thus in griefe fhee fpent the night, 
Till twinkling ftarres the fkye were fled, 
And Phebus with his gliftering light, 45 
Through mifty cloudes appeared red 5 
Then tidings came to her anon, 


How that the Trojan fhipps were gone. 


And then the queene againft her life 
Did arme her heart as hard as ftone, 5@ 
Yet, ere fhe bared the bloody knife, 
In woefull wife fhee made her mone, 
And rolling on her carefull bed, 


With fighes and fobs, thefe words fhee fed : 


Q wretched Dido queene! quoth fhee, é 


Ww 


I fee thy end approacheth neare $ 
For he is fled away from thee, 
Whom thou didft love and hold fo deare. 
What is he gone, and paffed bye ? 
O heart, prepare thyfelf to dye. 6e 


In vaine thou pleadft I fhould forbeare, 
And ftay my hand from bloody ftroke ; 

Thee, treacherons heart, I muft not fpare, 
Vhich fettered me in Cupids yoke. 


3 
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Come death, quoth fhee, refolve my {mart : 65 . 
And with thofe words fhe piere’d her heart. \ a 


When death had pierc’d the tender heart 
Of Dido Carthaginian queene ; 
Whofe bloody knife did end the fmart, 
Which fhee fuftain’d in mournfull teene ; 70 
ZEneas being fhipt and gone, | 
Whofe flattery caufed all her mone; 


Her funerall moft coftly made, 
And all things finifht mournfullye ; 
Her bodye fine in mold was laid, 


~) 
Ww 


Where itt confumed fpeedilye: 
Her fifters teares her tombe beftrew’d; 
Her fubjects griefe their kindneffe fhew’d. 


Then was AEneas in an ile 
In Grecia, where he ftay’d long fpace, 80 
Whereatt her fifter in fhort while, 
Writt to him to his vile difgrace ; : 
In fpeeches bitter to his minde, 
Shee told him plaine, hee was unkinde. 


Falfe-hearted wretch, quoth fhee, thou art, 85 | 
And traiterouflye thou haf betraid 
Unto thy lure a gentle heart, | 
Which unto thee much welcome made } 
My fifter deare, and Carthage joy, 
Whofe folly bred her dere annoy. ; 99 
Aes 
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Yet on her death-bed when fhee laye, 
Shee prayed for thy profperitye, 
Befeeching god that every day 
Might breed thee great felicitye : 
Thus by thy meanes I loft a friend ; 95 


Heaven fend thee fuch untimely end. 


When he thefe lines, full fraught with gall, 
Perufed had, and weighed them right, 
His lofty courage ’gan to fall ; 
And ftraight appeared in his fight 10@ 
oOo QoQ 
Queene Dido’s ghoft, both grim and pale ; 


Which made this valliant fouldier quail. 


ZEneas, quoth this ghaftly ghoft, 
My whole delight while I did live, 
Thee of all men I loved mot; 105 
To thee my fancye I did give ; 
And for the welcome I thee gave, 
Unthank fully thou didit me grave. 


Therefore prepare thy fleeting foule 
To wander with me in the ayre ; 110 
Where deadlye griefe fhall make it howle, 
Becaufe of me thon tookit no care: 
Delay not time, thy glaffe is run, 
Thy date is paft, thy death is come. 


O ftay awhile, thou lovelye fpright, 115 
Be not fo hafty to convay 


A 
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My foule into eternal night, 
Where it fhail ne’er behold bright day. 
O doe not frown, thy angry looke 


Hath all my foule with horror fhooke. 129 


But, woe is me! all is in vaine, 
And bootlefle is my difmall crye ; 


poe) 
= 
—— 


Time will not be rec 
Nor thou furceafe before I dye. 
O let me live, and make amends 12§ 
To fome of thy moft deareit friends. 


But feeing thou obdurate art, 
And wilt no pitye on me fhowe, 
Becaufe from thee I did depart, 
And left unpaid,what I did owe: . 130 
T muf content myfelf, to take 
What lott to me thou wilt partake. 


And thus, as one being in a trance, 
A multitude of uglye fiends 


Cy 
eS] 
wi 


About this woefull prince did dance ; ! Bl 
Te had no helpe of any friends : 2) 

His body then they tooke away, by 
And no man knew his dying day. 
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XXTII. 
THE Wit CHhts son. 


— From Ben ‘Fonfon’s Ma/aue of 9 UCEAS presented at 
Whitehall, Feb. Z> 1009Q. 


Th, é ditor thought a Sacuime CHL Of h IZ) 77) a7) infer rt Some OL ld 
on the popular fuperfti tion concernii ug wHEcbes, hob- 
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pear Vance 1H moft of the tra g ica ) Ballad: 5 and in the follo: wing 
Jones will be found.  fome defi eviption of the former. 

‘i is true, th is Jong 2g of the Witche CS, falling fr om the learned 
pen of Ben ‘fonfon, ts athe yr an extra from the various 
incantatio ic antiquity, than a difplay of the opinions 

ut ke t it be obferved, that a parcel 
of learned wifeacres bad juft before bufied them/felves on this 
Jubje&, with our Britifh Solomon Fam esl. at their head: 
and thefe had So ranfacked all writers ancient and modern, 
and fo blended and kneaded together the feveral Super fitions 
of different times and na tioHws, that thofe ie genuine Englifo 
growth could no longer be traced out and diftinguifbed. 
«By g004 luck the ew imfical belief of fates and goblins 
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/ 4 pA ts Leeanieede bse rae a8 £ “ yy ph 
lta therefore we have this han 7a led GOWN lo us pure ang 


1 WitcH. 


—9 H om wae roy § a: ee 2 - after 
ty Have beene all day looking after 
¢! P Oo 
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4. A raven feeding upon a quarter ; 
id foone as fhe turn’d her beak to the fouth, 


I inatch’d this morfell out of her mouth. 
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‘he fpurging of a deadmans eyes: 


And all fince the evening ftarre did rife. 


2 WITCH. 


a 
'laft night lay all alone 
>}? the ground, to heare the mandrake grone ; 10 


And pluckt him up, though he grew full low : 
And, as I had done, the cocke did crow. 


4 WITCH. 
And, Iha’ beene chufing out this {cull, 
From charnell houfes that were full; 


Wt 


From private grots, and publike pits: 
And frighted a fexton out of his wits. 


5 WiTcH. 
Under a cradle I did creepe, 
By day; and, when the childe was a-fleepe, 
At night, I fuck’d the breath; and rofe, 


And pluck’d the nodding nurfe by the nofe.. 20 


6 WitTcH. 
I had a dagger: what did I with that ? 
Killed an infant to have his fat. 
A piper it got, at a church-ale, 
I bade him again blow wind i’ the taile. 


a | 
<A 
< 
Bo 
= 
Q 
q 


A murderer, yonder, was hung in chaines, a5 
The funne and the wind had fhrunke his veines. 


04 
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I bit off a finew; I clipp’d his haire; 


I brought off his ragges, that danc’d i’the ayre. 


PRS: 8 WitcH. 
| ‘he {crich-owles egges, and the feathers blacke, 
The bloud of the frogge, and the bone in his backe, 30 


I have been getting ; and made of his {kin 
A purfet, to keepe fir Cranion in, 


9g WiTcH. 
yeene plucking (plants among) 
Hemlock, henbane, adders-tongue, 
Night-fhade, moone-wort, libbards-bane ; 35 


And twife by the dogges was like to be tane, 


| 10 WITCH. 
I from the jawes of a gardiner’s bitch 
Did {natch thefe bones, and then leap’d the ditch : 
Yet went I back to the houfe againe, 


Kull’d the blacke cat, and here is the braine. 


11 WITCH, 
I went to the toad, breedes under the wall, 
I charmed him out, and he came at my call ; 
I {cratch’d out the eyes of the owle before, 
I tore the batts wing: what would you have more? 


DAME. 
Yes: Ihave brought, to helpe your vows, AS 
Horned poppie, cypreffe boughes, 


AND BALLADS 


The fig-tree wild, that growes on tombes, 
And juice, that from the larch-tree comes, 
The bafilifkes bloud, and the vipers fkin: 


And, now, our orgies let’s begin. 50 


XXIV 
ROBIN GOOD-FELLOW, 


——alias Pucxe, alias Hoscosuin, zm the creed of an- 
cient fuperftition, was a hind of merry {prite, whofe character 
and atchievements are recorded in this ballad, and in thofe 
well-known lines of Milton’s L’ Allegro, which the antiqua- 
rian Peck Juppofes to be owing to it ; 
<¢ Tells how the drudging GOBLIN fwet 
“<< To earn his cream-bowle duly Jet; 
<¢ When in one night, ere glimpfe of morne 
be ight, glimp/e of ue, 
<¢ His fhadowy fail hath threfl’d the corn 
<t That ten day-labourers could not end ; 
<¢ Then lies him down the lubbar fiend, 
‘© And firetch’d out all the chimneys length, 
“© Balks at the fire his hairy firength, 
‘¢ Aud crop-full out of doors he fitngs, 
«< Ere the firft cock his matins rings.” 
7 7 77 r ae 7 y 7 
The reader will obferve that our fimple anceftors had re- 
duced all thefe whimfies to a kind of /yftcm, as regular, and 
perhaps more confifent, than many parts of claffic mythology : 
a proof of the extenfive influence and vaft antiquity of ihefe 
Juperfritions, Mankind, and efpecially the commen people, could 
not every where have been Jo unanimoufly agreed concerning 
rhefe arbitrary nations, if they bad not prevailed among them 
for many ages. Indeed, a learned friend in Wales, affures the 
editor, that the exifience of Fairies and Goblins is alluded to 
by the maf? ancient Britifh Bards, who mention trem under 


Various 
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various names, one of the moft common of which fignifies, «<The 


Spirits of the mountains.” See alfo Pr eface to Song AXP, 


L AIS Ong oo ich Peck attributes to Ben Fonfon, tho? tt is 
not founda among bis works ) is gi ven fr om an ancient black 
] ee ee: za: rittlh Mule ee +" 
betier ¢ ny on thi b Britifh Mufeum. It seems to have been 


: | Lane ee ee: phe 
Origindaliy zatended for foe La/que. 
oO F o/ +9 4 


i! ROM Oberon, in fairye land, 
i The Ling of meh nd fhadowes there, 
Mad Robin I, at his command, 
Am fent to viewe the night-fports here. 
What revell rout : 5 
Is kept about, 
In every corner where I go, 
I will o’erfee, 


A 
a 


And merry bee, 


And make good fport, with ho, ho, ho! 16 


More fwift than lightening can I flye 
About this aery welkin foone, 
And, in a minutes fpace, defcrye 


tach thing that’s done belowe the moone. 


Cry, ware Goblins! where J ZO 5 
3ut Robin I 
heir feates will {py, 


end them home, with ho, ho, ho! 2@ 


Whene’er fuch wanderers I meete, 


A 


As from their night-{ports they trudge homé; 
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With counterfeiting voice I greete 

And call them on, with me to roame 
Thro’ woods, thro’ lakes, 
Thro’ bogs, thro’ brakes ; 

Or elfe, unfeene, with them I go, 
All in the nicke, 
To play fome tricke, 

And frolicke it, with ho, ho, ho! 


Sometimes I meete them like a man ; 
Sometimes an ox; fometimes a hound ; 
And to a horfe I turn me can ; 
To trip and trot about them round, 
But if, to ride, 
My backe they ftride, 
More fwift than wind away I go, 
Ore hedge and lands, 
Thro’ pools and ponds, 
I whirry, laughing, ho, ho, ho ! 


When lads and laffes merry be, 
With poffets and with juncates fine ; 
Unfeene of all the company, 
I eat their cakes and fip their wine ; 
And, to make {port, 
I fart and fnort ; 
And out the candles I do blow. 
The maids I kifs ; 
They fhricke—Who’s this ? 


I anfwer nought, but ho, ho, ho! 


Nd 
wa 
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Yet now and then, the maids to pleafe, 

At midnight I card up their wooll ; 
And while they een and take their eafe, 
threads their flax I pull. 

Y erind at mill 55 

Their malt up ftill ; 

I drefs their hemp, I {pin their tow. 

If any ’wake, 

And would me take, 

I wend me, laughing, ho, ho, ho! 6s 


When houfe or harth i fluttifh lye, 
I pinch the mai s blacke and blue ; 
‘The bed-clothes re the bed pull I, 
And lay them naked all to view. 
*Twixt fleepe and wake, 65 
I do them take, 
And on the key-cold floor them throw. 
If out they cry, 
Then forth I fly, 
And loudly laugh out, ho, ho, ho! 710 


ry need to borrowe ought, 
We lend thern what they do require; 
And for the ufe demand we nought ; 
Our owne is all we do delire. 
If to repay, 75 
They do delay, 
Abroad amoneft them then I go, 
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And night by night, 
I them affright 
With pinchings, dreames, and ho, he, ho! $e 


When lazie queans have nought to do 
But ftud Ph how to cog and lye; 
To make debate and mifchief too, 
-Twixt one another fecretlye : 
I marke their gloze, 85 
And it difclofe, 
To them whom they have wronged fo; 
When I have done, 
I get me gone, 
And leave them fcolding, ho, ho, ho! 90 


When men do traps and engins fet 
In loop-holes, where the vermine creepe, 
Who from their foldes and houfes, get 
Their duckes and geefe, and lambes afleep : 
I fpy the gin, 95 
And enter in, 
And feeme a vermine taken fo. 
But when they there 
Approach me neare, 
I leap out laughing, ho, ho, ho! 109 


By wells and rills, in meadowes greene, 

We nightly dance our hey-day guife ; ; 
And to our fairye king, and queene, 
Ve chant cur moon-licht harmonies. 
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Vhen larks ’oin fine og 
4 a c 

54+ il &? I 5 
Away we fline: 
7 


Daves new-borne fteal as we go, 


—" 


nd send we tae 
And wend us laughing, ho, ho, ho! 1190 


From hag-bred Merlins time have f 
Thus nightly revell’d to and fro; 
And for my pranks men call me by 
The name of Robin Good-fellow. 
Fiends, chofts, and {prites, 11g 
Who haunt the nightes, 


+* 


17 7 
The hags and goblins do me know ; 


And beidames old. 
My feates have told, 


So Vale, Vale; ho, ho, ho! 120 


XXV, 


THE FA LR yoga ony 

We hawe here a fhort difplay of the popular belief concern- 
ing Farries. It will afford entertainment ta a contempla- 
tive mind to trace thefe whimfical opinions up to their origin 
Whoever confders, bow carly, how extenfively, and how 
uniformly they have prewailed in thefe nations, will not rea- 
dily affent to the bypothefis of thofe, who fetch them from 
the caf? fo late as the time of the Croifades. Whereas it 
#s well known that cur Saxon anceftors long before they left 
teetr German forefts, Lehiewed the exiftence of a kind of dimi- 


RULIVE 
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nutive demons, or middle /pecies between men and fpirits, 
awhom they called DutRGAR or DwarFs, and to whom 
they attributed many wonderful performances, far exceeding 
human art. Vid. Hervarer Saga Olaj Verely, 1675. 
Hickes Thefaur. &Se. 


OME, follow; follow mee, 
Ye, fairye elves that bee ; 
Come follow Mab your queene, 
And trip it o’er the greene : 
Hand in hand, we’ll dance around, F 


Becaufe this place is fairye ground. 


When mortals are at reft, 

And fnoring in their nett ; 

Unheard, and un-efpy’d, 

Through key-holes we do glide 5 10 
Over tables, fteoles, and fhelves, 


We trip it with our fairye elves. 


And, if the houfe be foull 
With platter, difh or bowl, 
Up ftaires we nimbly creep, 15 
And find the fluts afleep : 
Then we pinch their armes and thighes s 
None us heares, nor nene us fpies. 


But if the houfe be {wept, 


And from uncleannefs kept, 20 
i 


We praife the houthold maid, 


And duely fhe is paid: 
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Every night before we ¢ oe, 
© oOo 


We drop a tefter in her fhoe. 


Then o’er a mufhroomes head 
Our table-cloth we fpead ; 
A grain of rye, or wheat, 
The diet that we eat; 
Pearly drops of dew we drink 


In acorn cups fill’d to the brink. 


The braines of nightingales, 
With unctuous fat of f{nailes, 
Between two cockles ftew’d, 


Yr 


Is meat that’s eafily chew’d ; 


» 
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3° 


Braines of wormes, and marrow of mice 35 


Do make a difh, that’s wonderous nice, 


The grafhopper, gnat, and fly, 


Serve for our miniftrelfy, 


. : Mi 
Grace faid, we dance a while, 


And fo the time beguile : 


And 1f the moon doth hide her head, 


rT 1 1 
o 


O’er tops of dewy graffe 
So nimbly we do pafie, 


The young and tender ftalk 


Ne’er bends yhere we do walk : 


Yet in the morning may be feene 


Where we the night before have beene, 


46 


49 


Ihe glow-worm lightes us heme to bed. 
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THE FAIRIES FAREWELL. 


Lhis humourous old Jong fell Srom the hand of the facetious 
bifbop Corbet (probably in his youth) and is printed from 
the third edition of his poems, Lond. 1672. 1zmo. Tt is 
there called, © A proper new Ballad, intituled, The Fairies 
** Farewell, or God-a-mercy Will, to be Jung or whiftled to 


_*© the tune of The Meadowes brown, by the learned: by the 
«s unlearned, to the tune of Fortune.”’ 


The departure of Fairies is here attributed to the abolition 


of monkery: Chaucer has, with equal humour, affigned a 
caufe the very reverfe. 


«« Inthe old dayes of king Artour 

<< (Of which the Britons fpeken grete honour ) 
s¢ All was this lond fulflled of fayry ; 

“« The elf-quene, with her Jolly company, 

“« Daunfed full oft in many a grene mede. 

“¢ This was an old opinion as I rede: 

ce L fpeke of many hundred yere agoe : 

<< But now can no man fee no elfes moe: 

For now the grete charite, and prayeres 

Of Limitours, and other holy freres, 

That ferchen every lond, and every ftreme, 

As thick as motes in the Junne beme, 

Blefing halles, chambers, hitchins, and bowres, 
Cities, borowes, caftelles, and hie toures, 
Thropes, and bernes, foepens, and dairies, 
This maketh that there ben now no futries : 
For there as wont to walken was an elfe, 
There walketh now the Limétour himfelfe, 
Ln undermeles and in MOrrownynees, 

<* And faieth his mattins and his holie hinges, . 
wOLe ds r Px 
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Wife of Be ath’s Tale, 


x. Richard Corbet, having been 6: ifbop of Oxford about 
ree years anda after Wai rds as long B Bp » of. Nor W7 ie died 


? 

a 
myiipe Ty 4 ap 
S590 shell 5 


wo A = as aa et cases 

y .Arewell rewards and fairies ! 

4% Good houfewives now may fay ; 
For now foul fluts m dairies, 


Do fare as well as they : 


WR 


And though they {weep their hearths no lefs 
Than maids were wont to doe, 


afc 


Yet who of late for cleanlinefs 


A 


Finds fix- pence in her fhoe 


“The fairies laf command ; 1@ 


| your cay 


utzome nave C 


ph) 
= 
— 
ce 
S. 2 ise 


And all your children ftoln from thence 


Are now ¢1 
Oo 
Who live as changelings ever fince, 15 


=) 
your demains, 


1 


At morning and at evening both 


You merry were and glad, 
So little care of fleep and floth, 

Thefe pretty ladies had. 20 
When 
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When Tom came home from labour, 
ay Cif to milking rofe, 

ryt 3 fg He a - ae | s 

Then merrily went their tabour, 


And nimbly went their toes. 


Witnefs thofe rings and round-delayes 


Ni 
wr 


Of theirs, which yet remain ; 
Were footed in queene Maries dayes 

On many a oan plain. 
But fince of la izabeth 

And later fa s came in; 30 
‘They never danc’d on any heath, 

As when the time hath bin. 


By which we note the fairies 
Were of the old aaa s 


ae ey 
Yheir fongs were Ave Maries, 2° 


' 
Their dances were proceffion. : 
But now, alas! they all are dead, ul 
Or gone beyond the feas, 
Or further from religion fled, 
Or elfe they take their cafe, 40 
A tell-tale in their company f 
They never could endure ; 4 
And-whofo kept not fecretly 
heir mirth, was punifh’d fure 
{t was a juft and chriftian deed ~ Le 


To pinch fuch black and blue : 


anes 


O how the common-wealth doth need 


Q 2 
ad 
we 


Who can preferve their charters ; 
A man both wife and grave. 
Am handred of their merry pranks 

By one that I could name 


Are kept in ftore, con twenty thanks 


rn 
wr 


To William for the fame. 


‘To William Churne of Staffordthire 
Give laud and praifes due, 
Who every meal can mend your cheare 
With tales both old and true: 6e@ 
To William all give audience, 
Aad pray you for his noddle : 
For all the fairies evidence 


Were loft, sf it were addle. 


THE END OF BOOK THE SECOND. 
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BOOK IIL 


I. 
THE BIRTH OF Sr. GEORGE, 


The incidents in this, and the other ballad of St. GEoRGE 
AND THE Dracon, are chiefly taken from the ald fory-book 
of the Seven Champions of Chriftendome; which, tho’ now 
the play-thing of children, was once in high repute. Bp, 
Hall in his fatires, publifbed in 1597, ranks 

‘© St. George’s forell, and his crofs of blood” 
among the moft popular frories of his time: nor did Spenfer 
himfelf difdain to borrow hints from it, as an ingenious 
critic has lately fhewn. See Mr. Warton’s news edit, of bis 
Ob/ervations. 

The author of this romance was one Richard Fohnfon, who 
lived ix the rei ons of Elizabeth and James, as wi: colle from 
Vou. I, P 3 his 


oa. ANC LEQED SO ean 


his other publications t viZ.—** The nine worthies of London: 
1592. 4t0.—‘ The pleasant walks of Moorfields: 1607. 
4to.---* A crown garland of Goulden Rofes, gathered, (Sc. 
1612. Sv0.---** The life and death of Rob. Cecil, E. of Salif= 
bury: 1612. 4to.---% The bift. of Tom of Lincoln, 40.” is alfo 
by R. F. wre likewife reprinted <* Don Flores of Greece, 4to.” 

The Seven Champions, tho? written ina avild inflated ftyle, 
contains fome firong Gothic painting ; which feems, for the moft 
part, copied from the metrical romances of former ages. At leaft 


rt, 
the fory of St. George andthe fair Sabra, is taken almoft verba- 
tim from the ald poetical legend of <¢ Syr Bevis of Hampton.” 

This very antique poem was in great fame in Chaucer's 

. ts ’ hae s i , 

time, [fee above pag. 104. ] and Jo continued till the intro- 
duion of printing, when it ran thro’ Several editions ; tvs 
of which are in black letter, Ato, ** imprinted by Wyllyam 


<¢ Copland” without date; containing great variations. 
As a Specimen of the poetic powers of this very old rhimift, 


and as a proof how clofely the author of the Seven Cham- 
pions has followed him, take a defcription of the dragon flait 
"6 a han the dragon, that foule ifs 
“<< Had a fyght of fyr Bevis 
; caft up a loude CTs 
As tt had thondred in the fry ; 
<< He turned his bely towarde the fon ; 
‘¢ Tt was greater than any tonne: 


<< His fcales was bryghter then the glas 

4 7 y vo 7 & : 
«¢ And harder they were than any bras: 
‘© Betavene his foulder and his tayle, 
‘© Was forty fote withoute fayle. 
<¢ He avaltred out of bts denne, 
“© And Bevis pricked his ftede then, 
‘<¢ And to hym a /pere he thrafte 
‘¢ That all to foyvers be it brafte; 
es The dragon then gan Bevis affayle, 
ee Ana jmote fyr Bevis with his tayles 
“© Then downe went horfe and man, 
‘© And two rybbes of Bevis brufed than. 
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After a long fight, at length, as the dragon was preparing 
1, fr Bevis 
“¢ 7 him under the wynge 

cc As hewas in his flyenge, 

“< There he was tender eee ut fale, 

a6 nips Bovine thought to be his bale. 

« ile frsote after, as I you Jaye, 

‘< With bis oid fword Ae eng e. 

<< Up to the ” biltes Morglay yode 

<< Thy ough harte, ly ver, bone, and bloude ; 

« To the grouna Lyell the dragon, 

“6 Great Joe Syr Bevis be TON. 

“<< Under the Sane al on “hight 

“< He fmote off his head forth right, 

‘And puoi it on a fpere: Se. Sign. K. iv. 

Sir Bevis’s dr eit zs evidently the par ent of that in the 

Seven Champions, Jee Chap. Til. viz. «Th 
66 fooxer had a Soh of him [ St. George] tt he gar uP fied 
“ @ terrible peal, as though it had thundered in the elements. 
pecdare wee Bet LvLxt his frooule lers an d his tatl Wer e fy fiy feet in 
<¢ diftance, ais Scales gliftering as bright as fileoe er, but fa 
<< more hare d than brafs; bis belly of the colour of gold, 59) 
er than a tun. Thus weltered he from bis den, 
<¢ The champion gave the dragon fuch a thruft with 


Pe ara 120 ‘fA yh 


om 


ee his fpear, that it foivered i 1 a thoufi and pieces: whereat 
<¢ the furious dragon Jo fiercely Juot him eink his venomous 
‘s tail, that olen fell man and hares in which fall two 
as of St. Geor rges 7 vyibs Ww EVE Jove bi uifeds Jc. _ At length 
... St. George <* /mote the dragon under the wing were 
‘© Zt awas tender without feale, u shereby his gooe d favor Afca- 


“© fon with an elie affage went to the very bi lt throug 


r 


Fa y 7 7 
Pe tine dragon's beart liver, hone and blood —T hen St. reek 
‘6 —cut Fee the are igon’s head and pt icht it upon the truncheon 
c 39 


fas y . 

the Seven Champions being written, juft be- 
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tranflated into any foreign lidbaa > But ‘‘ Le Koman ae 


ntonne,’? UW as publif hed at Paris im 15 
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The learned Selden tells us that about the Norman inva- 
fron was Bevis famous with the title of Earl of § outhampton, 
whofe refidence was at Dun&on in Hh ‘iltfhire ; but obferves 
hat the monki fp enlargements of his fiory, have made his 
very exiftence doubted. See Notés on Poly-Olbion, Song LHI, 
As for the martial Hiftory of St. George, tt is given up, 
as entirely apocryphal. The equeftrian figure, worn by the 
knights of the garter, has been underftood to be an emblem of 
‘or, in bis /piritual armour, vanguifoing 
But a learned writer has lately [hewn that 
7t ts neither more nor lefs, than a charm or amulet borrowed 
from Jome eaftern hereticks ; ehich having been originally 
worn as a protection from the malignity of the air, at length 
was confidered, as a preservative from wounds, and a means 
to tnfure victory in battle. For it Jeems the ancient orientals 
represented the fun by a man on horfeback ; the Jun’s rays by 
a fpear ; and any noxious exhalation by a Serpent. See Pe- 
tingall’s aiffertation, 410. 
Lt cannot be denied, but that a great part of the following 
ballad is modern: for which reason it would have been thrown 


to the end of the volume, had not its JubjeE procured it a place 
bere. 


the chri Zan Wwarri 


the old Serpent. 


ISTEN, lords, in bower and hall, 
I fing the wonderous birth 
Of brave St, George, whofe valorous arm 
Rid montfters from the earth : 


Diftreffed ladies to relieve 
He travell’d many a day ; 
In honour of the chriftian faith 


Which fhall endure for aye. 


“) 


In Coyentry fometime did dwell] 


A knight of worthy fame, 
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High fteward of this noble realme ; 
Lord Albret was his name. 


He had to wife a princelye dame, 
Whofe beauty did excell. 

This virtuous lady, being with child, 15 
In fudden fadnefs fell: 


For thirty nights no fooner fleepe 
Had clos’d her wakeful eyes, 
But, lo! a foul and fearful dreame 
Her fancy did furprize: 20 
She dreamt a dragon fierce and fell! 
Concetv’d within her womb; 
Whofe mortal fangs her body rent 
Ere he to life could come. 


All woe-begone, and fad was fhe ; 2° 
She nourifht conftant woe: 

Yet ftrove to hide it from her lord, 
Left he fhould forrow know. 


In vain fhe ftrove, her tender lord, 
Who watch’d her flichteft look, 
Difcov.r’d foon her fecret paine, 


los 
© 


And foon that paine partook, 


And when to him the fearful caufe 


She weeping did impart, 
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Da caminrted. my’ lady dea 
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i d tel, Lh acare, 
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Cro} rerrame 
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tide me weal > Me wr. 
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And many a teare, 
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l'o the weird lady of the woods, 
A F a | j lone an | many a dave a 
uUil i0it} and many a ays & D 
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inhro’ loneiy inades, and taicKkets rougn 


) a oe ee ) eee a 2 | 
each’d a dreary dell 


Where cyprefs fpred it’s mournful boughes, ce 
And pois’nous nightihade fprung. 
No chearful gleams here pierc’d the gloome, 


found ; 


A.N-D.. B-AUL.L A.D.S., 


But fhrill night-ravens yelling fcreame, 
And ferpents hifs around. 6o 


The fhriek of fiends, ard damned ghofts 
Ran howling thro’ his eare : 

A chilling horror froze his heart, 
Tho’ all unus’d to feare 


‘Three times he ftrives to win his ae et 65 
And pierce thofe fickly dewes : 

‘Three times ear his a ¢ corfe 
His kno Wa, knees refufe. 

At length upon his beating breaf 
He figns the holy crofie ; 70 


And, rouzing up his wonted might, 


Mm 


He treads th’ unhallow’d mofie, 


Beneath a pendent craggy wy 
All vaulted like a grave, 

And opening ne the as rocke, A 
He found the inchanted cave. 
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An iron grate clos’d up the mouthe, 
All hideous and forlorne ; 
And, faften’d “ a filver chaine, 


Near hung - a brazen horne. Ry 


Ty 9 ET alt 
Then offering up a milk-white lambe 
« J 


Mile Ginaes tacclounr nai | 
nree times ne DiOwes amaine : ee 
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rhrece times a deepe and hollow found 


66 Pitesti loan aoe 
bn i > 


mame advane’d in future times 


De wWorme : gS 


«« Butlo? thy lady’s life muff paffe 
a TT Figs » | 
- betore he can be borne.” 


A fore oppreft with feare and doubt 
Lone trme cat / All bret ftood ; 


‘th he winds his doubtfy twee, 


6 
wt 


vee ary wood, 


eS ee - Pe Tac Za oweyial) a J > 
Racer to clair his lovelye dame 


ivels backe z 


In every court and hall he found 
fullen filence reigne ; 
save where, amid the Paes? towers, 


He heard her maidens ’plaine ; 


1. fades ae 
And bitterly lament and weere, Ics 
- 


With many ya eri lev ous grone > 
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‘Then fore his bleeding heart mifgave, 


His lady’s life was gone. 


ps faultering fiep he enters im, 


Vet half affraid to goe nes) 
With trembling voice afks why they grieve, 
Yet fears the caufe to knowe. 
<s Three times the fun hath rof and fe 
They faid, then ftopt to weepe : 
<s Since heaven hath laid thy lady deare Kig 
«< Tn death’s eternal ileepe. 
«¢ For, ah! in travel fore dhe fell, 
<¢ So fore that dhe mauft dye; 
«* Unlefs fome fhrewd and cunuing leech 
«« Could eafe her tis haph E20 
ie 
<¢ But when a cunning leech was fet, E 
- & Too foon declared hee, a 
<< She, or ker babe muft lode its life, hi 
«s Both faved couid not bee. ; 
<«s Now take my life, thy lady faid, E2y | 


me My } little infant fave : 

«< And O commend me to my lord, 
‘ When I am laid in grave. 

« © tell him how that precious babe 


Cof him a tender wife: 


<< Who died to fave his life. 


tT 17: ‘ain 1 i 
‘c Then calling ftill upon thy name, 


pr 
till for thee: 


| The bitter tears he fhed, 
The bitter pangs that wrung his heart 
o o Z 


Fes PS ee ee 
To find his lady aeaa Cc 


T i Pe | eee 9 | em Op + | vaee > ee Boe 
He beat iL bi ait; ne tore his hair: 
A t AL. Be ay Pere © 
And {heading many a teare, 
Ad Vexeiremtake laebacite (ne hie ty ie 
At length he afkt to fee his fon; 
my. fe oa bi DPW ye S [a 
The fon that coft fo deare. 
AT oo ‘veees kaa Dee 2 sy ee ee | ees fh 
New forrowe 1€17,a tne damftells all : 


2 Lh ther f£- on aT oy ae 
At length they faulterine faye ; 
oS dé 


<¢ A’as! my lord, how fhall we tell ? 


aire as the iweeteft flower of fpring. 
+ t a] 


geal Sip cal wa : 

«¢ Such was his infant mien: 
P A J et L S j 
¢* And on his little bedy flampt 


Tl : es ae i ie : 
Vhat tongue can paint lord Albret’s woe, 


ET, nce. pio eect eee 
‘« ‘Three wonderous marks were feen : 
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A little garter all of gold 


Was round his les exprett. 


‘ Three carefull nurfes we provide 


Our little lord to keepe : 


¢ One gave him-fucke, one gave him food 


ee 


q a eae es Aine 
Phd one did lull to ileepe. 


Pe pais 14: Sa Eee ea ae 
«<< But lo! all in the dead of nicht, 
a iy 4 
as 


Pr 2 et ae go her taht 
« Loud thu nde CLapt 3 tn Cait1e inook 9 
Ae A ve beter aie yas Spear 
«6 And lightnus g flafht around, 


ert with aff: Tight 
¢ But roufing 
<s We ran to fee our 


‘ Our little Tae was gone! 


«< But how or where we cou 
<¢ For lying on the ground, 
<< In deep and magic flumbers laid, 


‘«s The nurfes there we found. 


O erief on grief! lord Albret faid : 


No mote his tongue cou’d fay, 
When falling in a deadly fwoone, 


Long time he lifelefs lay. 


At length reftor’d to life and fenfe 
nourifht endlefs woe, 


I 6 @) 
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No future joy his heart could tafte, 


No future comfort knowe. 180 


So withers on the mountain top 
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A fair and ftately oake, 
Whofe vigorous arms are torne away, 


By fome rude thunder-ftroke. 


At length his caftle irkfome grew, i8 
He loathes his wonted home; 
His native country he forfakes 


In foreign lands to roame. 


e ‘There up and downe he wandered far, 
Clad in a palmer’s gowne ; 1g0 
Till his brown locks grew white as wool, 

His beard as thiftle downe. 


At length, all wearied, down in death 
Ie laid his reverend head. 
Meantime amid the lonely wilds 195 
His little fon was bred. 


There the weird lady of the woods 
Fad borne him far away, 
And train’d him up in feates of armes, 
And every martial play. 200 


* 
* 
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GEORGE BARNWELIL 


_ The fubjed of this ballad is fufficiently popular from the mo- 
dern play which is founded upon it. This was written by 
GeorGE LILLo a jeweller of London, and firft a&ed 
about 1730.——As for the ballad, it was printed at leaf as 
early as the middle of the laft century. 

It is here given from three old printed copies, which ex- 
- hibit a ftrange intermixture of Roman and black letter. It 
is alfo collated with another copy in the Ajbmole calléion at 
‘Oxford, which is thus intitled, «© An excellent ballad of 

“©GrEorGE BARNWELL, an apprentice of London, who 
<<... thrice robbed his mafter and murdered his uncle in 
8¢ Ludlow. The tune is «© The Merchant.” 

This tragical narrative feems to relate a real ‘fad; but 
auvben it happened I have not been able to difcover. 


THe First Part. 


Ae youths of fair England 
‘That dwell both far and near, 
Regard my ftory that I tell, 
And to my fong give ear. 


A London lad I was, y 
A merchant’s' prentice bound ; 
My name George Barnwell; that did fpend 
My matter many a pound. 
Wot. I! [2d P} Take 
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Take heed of harlots then, 
And their enticing trains ; 1@ 
For by that means I have been brought 


To hang alive in chains. 


As I upon a day, 
Was walking through the {treet 

About my mafter’s bufinefs, Tr 
A wanton I did meet. 


A gallant dainty dame, 
And fumptuous in attire ; 
With fmiling look fhe greeted, me, 
And did my name require. 20 


Which when I had declar’d, 
She gave me then a kifs, 

And faid, if I would come to her, 
I fhould have more than this. 

Fair miftrefs, then quoth J, 25 
If I the’place may know, 

This evening I will be with you, 


For I abroad muft go, 


To gather monies in, 
That are my matfter’s due : 30 
And ere that I do home return, 


1’ll come and vifit yoo. 
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Good Barnwell, then quoth the, 
Do thou to Shoreditch come, a 
And afk for Mrs. Millwood’s houfe, a 


35 
Next door unto the Gun. 
And truft me on my truth, 
If thou keep touch with me, 
My deareft friend, as my own heart 
Thou fhalt right welcome be. 4° 
Thus parted we in peace, 
And home I paffed right ; 
Then went abroad, and gathéred in, 
By fix o’clock at night, 
An hundred pound and one : 45 
With bag under my arm 
I went to Mrs. Millwood’s houfe, 
And thought on little harm ; 
And knocking at the door, 
Straightway herfelf came down ; $e 


Ruftling in moft brave attire, 
With hood and filken gown. © 


Who through her beauty bright, | 
So glorioufly did fhine, | 
That fhe amaz’d my dazzling eyes, 56 
She feemed fo divine. fl 
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She took me by the hand, 
And with a modeft grace, 
Welcome, fweet Barnwell, then quoth the, 
Unto this homely place. 60 


And fince I have thee found 
As good as thy word to’ be’; 

A homely fupper ere we part, 
Thou fhalt take here with me. 


O pardon me, quoth I, 65 
Fair miftrefs, I you pray ; 

For why, out of my matfter’s houfe 
So long I dare not ftay. 


Alas, good Sir, fhe faid, 
Are you fo ftri€tly ty’d, 

You may,not with your deareft friend 
One hour or two abide ? 


Faith, then the cafe is hard,. 
If it be fo, quoth fhe ; 

I would I were a prentice bound, 75 
To live along with thee : 


Therefore my deareft George, 

Lift well what I fhall fay, 
And do not blame a woman much, 
Her fancy to bewray. 
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‘Let not affection’s force 3 
Be counted lewd defire, \@ 
Nor think it not immodetty, A 
F fhould thy love require. 


With that fhe turn’d afide, By 
And with a blufhing red, 

A mournful motion fhe bewray’d 
By hanging down her head. 


A handkerchief fhe had, 

All wrought with filk and gold : go 
Which fhe to ftay her trickling tears 

Before her eyes did hold. 


Sites 


cua oagse 


This thing unto my fight 
Was wondrous rare and ftrange ; 

And in my foul and inward thought, 95 
It wrought a fudden change: 
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That I fo hardy grew, 
To take her by the hand: : | 


Saying, Sweet miftrefs, why do you 
So dull and penfive ftand? 100 


Call me no miftrefs now, | 
But Sarah, thy true friend, | | 

Thy fervant, Millwood, honouring thee, 
Unto her life hath end, 
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If thou would here alledge, Ic 
Thou art in years a boy ; 


© 
wy 


So was Adonis, yet was he 


Fair Venus’ only joy. 
y JOY 


Thus I, who ne’er before 
BY ; ¢ L a - 
Of woman found fuch grace, 110 
But feeing now, fo fair a dame 
Give me a kind embrace, 


I fupt with her that night, 
With joys that did abound ; 
5 nail. lejias ae 
And for the fame paid prefently, Ile 
In money twice three pound, 


An hundred kiffes then, 
For my farewel fhe gave ; 
Crying, Sweet Barnwell, when fhall I 
Again thy company havee 120 


O ftay not hence too long, 
Sweet George, have me in mind, 


Her words bewitcht my childithnefs, 
She uttered them fo kind : 


So that I made a vow, 125 
Next Sunday without fail, 
With my fweet Sarah once again, 


To tel 1 fome p leafant tale, 
When 
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When fhe heard me fay fo, 

The tears fell from her eye ; 130 
O George, quoth fhe, if thou doft fail, 

Thy Sarah fure will dye, 


Though long, yet loe! at lait, 
The appointed day was come, 

That I muft with my Sarah meet 5 135 
Having a mighty fum 


Of money in my hand, 
Unto her houfe went I, 
Whereas my love upon her bed, 
In faddeft fort did lye. 140 


What ails my heart’s delight ; 
My Sarah dear, quoth I; 

Let not my love lament and grieve, 
Nor fighing pine, and die. 


But tell me, deareft friend, 143 
What may thy woes amend, 
And thou fhalt lack no means of help, 


Though forty pound I fpend. 


With that fhe turn’d her head, 
And fickly thus did fay, 150 
Oh me, fweet George, my grief is great, E 
Ten pound I have to pay | 
pri 4 Unto 
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Unto a cruel wretch ; 
And God he knows, quoth fhe, 
I have it not. Tuth, rife, I faid, 55 
And take it here of me. 
Ten pounds, nor ten times ten, 
Shall make my love decay, 
Then from my bag into her lap, 
I caft ten pound ftraightway. 16@ 


All blithe and pleafant then, 
To banqueting we 205 

She proffered me to lye with her, 
And faid it thould be fo. 


And after that fame time, 
I gave her ftore of coyn, 

Yea, fometimes fifty pound at once ; 
All which I did purloyn. 


And thus I did pafs on; 
Until my mafter then 170 
Did call to have his reckoning in 


Caft up among his men, 


The which when as J heard, 
I knew not what to fay : 
For well I knew that I was out 


175 
Two hundred pound that day. 
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Then from my matter ftraight 
I ran in fecret fort ; 
And unto Sarah Millwood there 
My cafe I did report. 13° 


But how fhe us’d this youth, 
In this his care and woe, 

And all a ftrumpet’s wiley ways, 
The sEconpD PART may fhowe. 


Tue SECOND ParT. 


OUN G Barnwell comes to thee, 
Y Sweet Sarah, my delight: 
I am undone unlefs thou ftand 
My faithful friend this night. 


Our mafter to accompts, 5 
Hath juft occafion found ; 

And I am caught behind the. hand, 
Above two hundred pound ; 


ETE TREES ER St UE ENF RCETS TE 


And now his wrath to ’{cape, 

My love I fly to thee, io | 
Hoping fome time I may remaine S| 
In fafety here with thee. | 


Beats <5 ane een aeIe TOs ERAT TAR se 


Quoth fhe, What ihgwkl I have to do 


at se} 7 nre ban ryt 
With any prentice boy? 


1 es 6 J a ra ‘1 
ine caieé is bad, and therefore here 


You fhall no longer flay. 26 
~ 
Ufhhe Hesse Ln Ie raeyxxy = 
VV hy dear, thou Know fis I faid, 
T re 8 hiel “A171 
How all which I could get, 
I gave if, and did foend 1¢ all 
i f 
: A 
Upon thee every whit, 
f } 
i 
+} Tha ar ry » 
Quoth fhe, Thou art a knave, 25 
a 


To charge me in this fort, 
Being a woman of credit fair, 


And known of good report, 


Be packing with good fpeed, 30 
I do defie thee from my heart, 
And {corn thy filthy deed. 


Is this the friendfhip that 
You did to me proteft? 
Is this the great affection which 35 


5 4 


You fo to me expreft ? 
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Now fie on fubtle fhrews ! 
The beft is, I may fpeed ; | 
To geta lodging any where | q 
For money in my need, 40 


Palfe woman, now farewell, 
Whilft twenty pound doth laft, 

My anchor in fome other haven 
With freedom I will cait. 


When fhe perceiv’d by this, 45 
I had ftore of money there: 
Stay, George, q uoth fhe, thou art too quick : 


Why, man, I did but jeer: 


Doft think for all my fpeech, 

That I would let thee go? 50 
Faith no, faid the, my love to thee 

I wifs is more than fo. 


You f{corne a prentice boy, 

I heard. you juft now {wear, 
Wherefore I will not trouble you. —— 5 
Nay, George, hark in thine ear; 


Vt 


Thou fhalt not go to-night, 
What chance foe’re befall : 
But man we’ll have a bed for thee, 
Or elfe the devil take all, 60 
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So I by wiles bewitcht, 
And {nar’d wath fancy fill, 
Had then no power to put away, 
Or to withftand her will. 
For wine on wine I call’d, 6x 
nd cheer upon good cheer; 


And nothing in the world I thought 
Cc 


Sarah’s love too dear. 


Whilf in her company, 
I had fuch merriment ; 
All, all too little I did think, 


"l hat 1 upon her fpent. 


try 


Whoever I light upon, 


My father’s rich, why then 
Should I want ftore ‘of gold? 
Nay with a father fure, quoth fhe, 
A fon may well make bold. 80 


I’ve a fifter richly wed, 
Pll rob her ere V’ll want. 

Nay, then quoth Sarah, they may well 

Confider of your fcant. 


Nay, I an uncle have, 
At Ludlow he doth dwell : 
He is a grazier, which in wealth 


Doth all the reft excell. 


Ere I will live in lack, 
And have no coyn for thee: 
I’ll rob his houfe, and murder him. 


Why fhould you not? quoth fhe: 


Was I aman, ere | 
Would live in poor efate ; 

On father, friends, and all my kin, 
I would my talons grate. 


For without money, George, 
A man is but a beaft: 

But bringing money, thou fhalt be 
Always my welcome guett. 


For fhouldit thou be purfued 
With twenty hues and cryes, 
And with a warrant fearched for 
With Argus’ hundred eyes, 


Yet here thou fhalt be fafe ; 
Such privy ways there be, 


That if they fought an hundred years 


They could not find out thee. 
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And fo caroufing both 
Their pleafures to content : 116 
George Barnwell had in little {pace 
His money wholly fpent. 
Which done, to Ludlow ftraight 
He did provide to go, 
To rob his wealthy uncle there ; Ig 
His minion would it fo,. 


And once he thought to take 
His father by the way, 
But that he fear’d his mafter had 
Took order for his ftay. 120 


Unto his uncle then 
He rode with might and main, 
Who with a welcome and good cheer 
Did Barnwell entertain. 


One fortnight’s {pace he flayed, 1£6 
Until it chanced fo, 
His uncle with his cattle did 


Unto a market go. 
His kinfman rode with him, 
Where he did fee right plain, 130 
Great ftore of money he had. took: 
When coming home again, 
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Sudden within a wood, 

He ftruck his uncle down, 
And beat his brains out of his head 135 
o fore he crackt his crown: 


Then feizing fourfcore pound, 
To London ftraight he hyed, 
And unto Sarah Millwood ‘all 
The cruell fa& deferyed. 140 


Tush, ’tis no matter, George, 
So we the money have 

To have good cheer in jo 
And deck us fine and brave. 


Therefere in railing fort, 
She thruft liim out of door: 

Which is the juft reward of thoie, 
Who fpend upon a whore. 


Thus lived in filthy fert, 145 
Until their ftore was gone: ef 
When means to get them any more, a 
‘I wis, poor George he had non ' 
ae 


© 


Wa 


do me not difgrace 
In this my need, quoth he. 
She call’d him thief and murderer, 55 Eo 
With all the {fpight mig eht be: if 
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To the conftable the fent, 
To have him apprehended ; 
And fhewed how far in each degree, 
He had the laws offended. 160 


When Barnwell faw her drift, 
To fea he got ftraightway ; 
Where fear and fting of confcience 
Continually on him lay. 


Unto the lord mayor then, 165 
He did a letter write ; 

In which his own and Sarah’s fault; 
He did at large recite. 


Whereby fhe feized was, 

And then to Ludlow fent ; [7@ 
Where fhe was judg’d, condemn’d and hang’d, 

For murder incontinent. 


There dyed this gallant guean, 
Such was her greateft gains : 

For murder in Polonia, 175 
Was Barnwell hang’d in chains, 


Lo! here’s the end of youth, 
That after harlots haunt; 
Who in the {poil of other men, 
About the ftreets do flaunt. 
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St. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON. 


The following ballad is given (with fome correétions ) 
from two ancient black-letter copies in the Pepys ColleGien: 


one of which isin 12mo, the other in folio. 


F He&tor’s deeds did Homer fing ; 
And of the fack of ftately Troy, 
What eriefs fair Helena did bring, 
Which was fir Paris’ only joy : 
And by my pen I will recite 
St. George’s deeds, an Englifh knight. 


Againft the Sarazens fo rude 

Fought he full long and many a day; 
Where many gyants he fubdu’d, 

In honour of the chriftian way : 
And after many adventures paft 
To Egypt land he came at lait. 


Now, as the ftory plain doth tell, 
Within that countrey there did reft 
A dreadful dragon fierce and fell, 
Whereby they were full fore oppref : 
Who by his poifonous breath each day, 
Did many of the city flay. 
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The grief whereof did grow fo great 
Throughout the limits of the land, 3 
That they their wife-men did intreat 
To fhew their cunning out of hand; 
What way they might this fiend deftroy, 
That did the countrey thus annoy. 


> 
wn 


The wife-men all before the king 
This anfwer fram’d incontinent ; 
he dragon none to death might bring’ 
By any means they could invent: 
fis {kin mote hard than brafs was found, 
That {word nor fpear, could pierce nor wound. 30 


When this the people underftood, 
They eryed out moft piteouflye, 
The dragon’s breath infects their blood, 
That every day in heaps they dye: 
Among them‘fuch a plague it bred, 3 
Th he living {carce could bury the dead. 


wn 


No medns there were, as they could hear, 
For to appeafe the dragon’s rage, 
But to prefent fome vi irgin clear, 
Whofe blood his fury might affwage ; 40 
Rach day he would a maiden eat, © 


For co allay his hunger great. 
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This thing by art the wife-mén found, 
Which truly muft obferved be ; 
Wherefore throughout the city round 
A virgin pure of good degree 
Was by the kings commiffion ftill 
Taken up to ferve the dragon’s will. 


Thus did the dragon évery day 
Untimely crop fome virgin flowr, 
Tull all the maids were worn away, 
And none were left him to devour: 
Saving the king’s fair daughter bright, 
Her father’s only heart’s delight. 


Then came the officers to the king 
That heavy meflage to declare, 
. Which did his heart with forrow fting ; 


She is, quoth he, my kingdom’s heir : 


O let us all be poifoned here, 
Ere fhe fhould dye, that is my dear, 


Then rofe the people prefently, 

And to the king in rage they went; 
They faid his daughter deare fhould dye, 
The dragon’s fury to prevent: 
Our daughters all are dead, quoth they, 
And have been made the dragons prey : 
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And by their blood: we refcued were, 

And thou haft fav’d thy life thereby ; 
And now in footh it is but faire 

For us thy daughter fo hhould die. 


3 er 1 aS < 
ter, faid the king; 


1 let me feel the dragon’s fting. 


Chen fell fair Sabra on her knee, 
And to her father dear did fay, 
O mia, ftrive not thus for me, 


But let me be the dragon’s prey ; 
It may be, for my fake alone 


11s plague upon the land was thrown. 


I'is better I fhould dye, fhe faid, 
FT } 


han all your fubjects perifh quite ; 
Perhaps the dragon here was laid 
I oS ? 


For my offence to work his fpite : 


And after a a “Beit my & gore, 


Yhat haft thou done, my daughter dear, 
For to deferve this heavy fcourge ? 
It is my fault, as may appear, 
Which makes the gods our ftate to purge ; 
Then ought I die, to ftint the ftrife, 


Arid to pyeieie eeeee q? 
And to preferve thy happy life. 
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Like mad-men, all the people cried, 
Thy death to us can do no good ; 
Our fafety only doth abide 
In making her the dragon’s food. 
Lo! here I am, I come, quoth fhe, 


Therefore do what you will with me. 


Nay ftay, dear daughter, quoth the queen, 
And as thou art a virgin bright, 
That haft for vertue famous been, 
So let me cloath thee all in white; 
And crown thy head with flowers fweet, 


An ornament for virgins meet. 


And when fhe was attired fo, 
According to hey mother’s mind 
Unto the ftake then did fhe go; 
To which her AG limbs they bind: 
And’ being bound to ftake a thrall 


She bade farewell unto them all. 


FarewelJ, my father dear, quoth fhe, 


And my fweet mother meek and mild; 


‘Take you-no thought nor weep for me, 


For you may have another child ; 
Since for my country’s good I dye, 


Death I receive moft willinglye, 
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The king and queen and all their train 
With weeping eyes went then their way, 
And Ict their daughter there remain, 
To be the hungry dragon’s prey : 
But as fhe did there weeping lye, 
Behold St. George came riding by. 


And feeing there a lady bright 

So rudely tyed unto a flake, 
As well became a valiant knight, 

He ftraight to her his way did take: 
Tell me, fweet maiden, then quoth he, 


Nhat caitif thus abufeth thee? 


And, lo! by Chrift his crofs I vow, 
Which here is figured on my breatt, 
I will revenge it on his brow, 
And break my lance upon his ehett ; 
And fpeaking thus whereas he ftood, 
The dragon iffued from the wood. 


The lady that did firft efpy 
The dreadful dragon coming fo, 
Unto St. George aloud did cry, 
And willed him away to go; 
Here comes that curfed fiend, quoth fhe, 
That foon will make an end of me. 
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St. George then looking round about, 
The fiery dragon foon efpy’d, 

And like a knight of courage ftout, 
Againft him did moft fiercely ride; 

And with fuch blows he did him greet, 

He fell beneath his horfe’s feet. 


For with his launce that was fo ftrong, 
As he came gaping in his face, 
In at his mouth he thruf along, 
For he could pierce no other place : 
And thus within the lady’s view 
This mighty dragon ftraight he flew. 


The favour of his poifoned breath 
Could do this holy knight no harm. 
‘Thus he the lady fav’d from death, 


And home he led her by the arm ; 


Which when king Ptolemy did fee, 
‘There was great mirth and melody. 


When as that valiant champion there 
Had flain the dragon in the field, 
To court he brought the lady fair, 


L59 


Which to their hearts much joy did yield. 166 


He in the court of Egypt ftaid 
Till he moft falfely was betray’d. 
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That lady dearly lov’d the knight, 
He counted her his only joy ; 165 


But when their love was brought to light 

It turn’d unto their great annoy : 
Th’ Morocco king was ia the court, 
Who to the orchard did refort: 


Dayly to take the pleafant air, 
For pleafure fake he us’d to walk, 170 
Under a wall he oft did hear 
St. George with lady Sabra talk : 
Their love he fhew’d unto the king, 
Which to St. George great woe did bring. 


Thofe kings together did devife I 


NI 
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To make the chriftian knight away, 
With letters him in curteous wife 
They ftraightway fent to Perfia; 
t wrote to th’ fophy him to kill, 
And treacheroufly his blood to fpill. 180 


Bu 


Thus they for good did him reward 
With evil, and moft fubtilly 
By much vile meanes they had regard 
To work his death. moft cruelly ; 
Who, as through Perfia land he rode, 185 
With zeal deftroy’d each idol god, 
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For which offence he ftraight was thrown 
Into a dungeon dark and deep ; 


Where, when he thought his wrongs upon, 


He bitterly did wail and weep : 
Yet like a knight of courage ftout, 
At length his way he digged out. 


Three grooms of the king of Perfia 

By night this valiant champion flew, 
‘Though he had fafted many a day ; 

And then away from thence he flew 
On the beft fleed the fophy had ; 
Which when he knew he was full mad. 


Towards Chriftendom he made his flight 
But met a gyant by the way, 
With whom in combat he did fight 
Mok valiantly a fummer’s day : 
Who yet, for all his bats of fteel, 
Was forc’d the fting of death to feel. 


Back o’er the feas with many bands 
Of warlike fouldiers foon he pait, 
Vowing upon thofe heathen lands 


To work revenge; which at the laft, 


ire thrice three years were gone and {fpent, 


He wrought unto his heart’s content. 
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Save onely Egypt land he fpar’d 

For Sabra bright her only fake, 
And, ere for her he had regard, 

He meant atryal, kind to make: 


Mean while the king o’ercome in field 21 


RY 


Unto faint George did quickly yield. 


Then ftraight Morocco’s king he flew 
And took fair Sabra to his wife, 
But meant to try if fhe were true 
Ere with her he would lead his life : 229 
And, tho’ he had her in his train, 
She did a virgin pure remain. 


‘Toward England then that lovely dame 
The brave St. George conducted ftrait, 

An eunuch alfo with them came, 225 
Who did upon the lady wait ; 

'Thefe three from Egypt went alone. 

Now mark St. George’s valour fhown, 


When as they in a foreft were 
The lady did defire to reft, 2 
Mean while St. George to kill a deer, 
For their repaft did think it beft : 
Leaving her with the eunuch there, 
Whilft he did go to kill the deer. 
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But lo! all in his abfence came 

Two hungry lyons fierce and fell, 
And tore the eunuch-on the fame 

In pieces {mall, the truth to tell ; 
Down by the lady then they laid, 
Whereby they fhew’d, fhe was a maid, 


But when he came from hunting back, 
And did behold this heavy chance, 
Then for his lovely virgin’s fake 
His courage ftrait he did advance, 
And came into the lions fight, 
Who ran at him with all their might. 


Their rage did him no whit difmay 
Who, like a ftout and. valiant knight, 
Did both the hungry lyons flay 
Within the lady Sabra’s fight: 
Who all this while fad and demure, 
There ftood moft like a virgin pure. 


Now when St. George did furely know 
This lady was a virgin true, 

His heart was glad, that erft was woe, 
And all his love did foon renew: 

He fet her on a palfrey fteed, 

And towards England came with fpeed. 
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Where being in fhort {pace arriv’d 

Unto his native dwelling place ; 260 
‘Therein with his dear love he liv’d 

And fortune did his nuptials grace : 
‘They many years of joy did fee, 
And led their lives at Coventry. 


IIl. 
LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY. 
This excellent Jong is ancient: but we could only give it 
rom modern copies. 


(> * the mountains, 
And over the waves ; 


Over the fountains, 
And under the graves ; 

Over floods that are deepeft, ¥ 
Which Neptune obey ; 

Over rocks that are fteepeft, 


Love will find out the way. 


Where there is no place 

For the glow-worm to lye ; 1@ 
Where there is no {pace 

Be 


For receipt of a fly ; 
Where the midge dares not venture 
Left herfelf faft the lay ; 


~ 4 Le & | 
If love come he will enter, I 
"i 


Aari 4 nr ow a 
And foon find out his way. 
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You may efteem him 
A child for his might; 
Or you may deem him 
A coward from his flight ; 2@ 
But if fhe, whom love doth honour, 
Be conceal’d from the day, 
Set a thoufand guards upon her, 
Love will find out the way. 


Some think to lofe him, 
By having him confin’d; 


ey 
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And fome do fuppofe him, 

Poor thing, to be blind; 
But if ne’er fo clofe ye wall him, 

Do the beft that you may, 30 
Blind love, if fo ye call him, 

Will find out his way. 


You may train the eagle 

‘To ftoop to your fift ; 
Or you may inveigle 

The phenix of the eat; 
The lionefs, ye may move her [ | 

To give o’er her prey ; 
But you'll ne’er ftop a lover: 
He will find out his way. 


to 
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IV. 
THE BAFFLED KNIGHT, or LADY’s POLICY, 


Given (with fome corre&ion s) from a MS copy. and col: 
lated with tao printed ones in Roman charaGer in the Pepys 
colleEi OR. 


HERE was a knight was drunk with wine, 
A riding along the way, fir; 
a And there he met with a lady fine; 
| a Among the cocks of hay, fir. 


Shall you and I, O lady faire, g 
Among the grafs lye downe-a ; 

And I will have a fpecial care 
Of rumpling of your gowne-a. 


Upon the grafs there is a dewe, 

Will {poil my damafke gowne, fir: 10 
My gown, and kirtle they are newe, 

And coft me many a crowne, fir. 


I have a cloak of fcarlet red, 
Upon the ground I’ll throwe it s 

Then, lady faire, come lay thy head ; I 
We'll play, and none fhall knowe it. 


\wa 


O yonder 
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© yonder ftands my fteed fo free 
Among the cocks of hay, fir; 

And if the pinner fhould chance to fee, 
He’ll take my fteed away, fir. 


Upon my finger I have a ring, 
Its made of fineft gold-a; 

And, lady, it thy fteed fhall bring 
Out of the pinner’s fold-a. 


© go with me to my father’s hail ; 
Fair chambers there are three, fir: 

And you fhall have the beft of all, 
And I’lb your chamberlain bee, fir. 


He mounted himfelf on his fteed fo tall, 
And her on her dapple gray, fir: 

And there they rode to her father’s hall, 
Faft pricking along the way, fir. 


To her father’s hall they arrived {trait 5 
Twas moated round about-a ; 

-She flipped herfelf within the gate, 
And lockt the knight without-a. 


Here is a filver penny to fpend, 
And take it for your pain, fir; 

And two of my father’s men I'll fend 
‘To wait on you back again, fir. 
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He from his fcabbard drew his bra; nd, 
whet it upon his fleeve-a: 
bi curfed, he faid, be every man, 


r 


That will a maid believe-a! 


She drew a bodkin from her haire, 45 
And whip’d it upon her gown-a; 
And batt be every maiden faire, 
That will with men lye down-a! 
A tree there is, that lowly grows, 
And fome do ca'l it rue, fir: 50 
The {malleft dunghill cock that crows, 
Would make a capon of you, fir. 
A flower there is, that fhineth bright, 
Some call it mary-gold-a: 
He that wold not when he migh fc 
He fhall not when he Cg 
The knight was riding another day, 
With cloak and hat and feather : 
Hie met again with that lady y gay, 
Who was angling in the river. 60 


Now, lady faire, I’ve met with you, 
You fhall no more efcape me ; 
Remember, how not long agoe 


y fd 41° 9 
You falf ely did intrap me. 
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The lady bluthed {carlet red, 65 
And trembled at the ftranger : 

How fhall I guard my maidenhed 
From this approaching danger ? 


He from his faddle down did light, 

In all his riche attyer ; 70 
And cryed, as I am a noble knight, 

I do thy charms admyer. 


He took the lady by the Hand, 
Who feemingly confented ; 

And would no more difputing ftand : 7§ 
She had a plot invented. 


Looke yonder, good fir knight, I pray; 
Methinks JI now -difcover, 
A riding upon his dapple gray, 
My former conftant lover. 86 


On tip-toé peering ftood the knight; 
Faft by the rivers brink-a; 
The lady pufht with all her might : 


Sir knight now {wim or fink-a. 


ete recreate hehe mean On re ee ee ee ee 


O’er head and ears he plunged in, 8c 
The bottom faire he founded ; 
Then rifing up, he cried amain, 
Help, helpe, or elfe I’m drowned! « | 
Vou. I. R i | 
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Now, fare-you-well, fir knight, adieu! 
You fee what comes of fooling : GG 


That is the fitteft place for you; 


Your courage wanted cooling. 


\O 
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Again fhe met with her angry fparke ; 


fhe Ail 


Which made this lady grieve-a 


Falfe lady, here thow’rt in my powre, 
And no one now can hear thee: 
And thou halt forely rue the hour, 
That e’er thou dar’dft to jeer me. 106 


I pray, fir knight, be not fo warm 
With a young filly maid-a: 
I vow and fwear I thought no harm, 


’Twas a gentle jeft I playd-a. 


A gentle jeft, in foothe! he cry’d, 10§ 
To tumble me in and leave me: 

What if I had in the river dy’d ?——— 
That fetch will not deceive me. 


Once more J’H pardon thee ti his day, 

Tho’ injur’d out of meafure; FIO 
But then prepare without delay 
Fo yield thee to my pleafure. 
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Well then, if I muft grant your fuit, 
Yet think of your boots and fpurs, fir; 

Let me pull off both fpur and boot, lds 
Or elfe you cannot ftir, fir. 


He fet him down upon the grafs, 
And beg’d her kind affiftance : 
Now, {miling thought this lovely lafs, 
Pll make you keep your diftance. 120 


Then pulling off his boots half-way ; 
Sir knight, now I’m your betters : 
You fhall not make of me your prey; 

Sit there like a knave in fetters. 


The knight when the had ferved foe, 125 
He fretted, fum’d, and grumbled: 
For he could neither ftand nor goe, 
But likea cripple tumbled. 
Farewell, fir knight, the clock ftrikes ten, 
Yet do not move nor ftir, fig : : 13 
Pll fend you my father’s ferving men, 
To pull off your boots and fpurs, fir. 
This merry jeft you muft excufe, 
You are but a ftinglefs nettle: Bi 
You’d never have ftood for boots or fhocs, 135 


Had you been a man of mettle. i 


Jee 
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ight in grievous rage he lay, 
Rolling upou the plain-a: 
Next morning a fhepherd paft that way, 
Who. fet him right agaim-a. 140 
o 


‘Then mounting upon his fteed fo tall, 


By hill and dale he fwore-a: 
[’l] ride at once to her father’s hall ; 
She fhall efeape no more-a. 


T1) | 2 


I’ll take her father by the beard, 14 


WR 


ll enge all her kindred ; 
Fach arth foul fhall ftand affeard ; 


My wrath fhall no more be hindred. 


He rode unto her father’s houfe, 
Which rc fide was moated : 15o 
The lady heard his furious vows, 


And all his vengeance noted. 


Thought fhee, fir knight, to quench your rage, 
Once more I will endeavour ; 
This water fhall your fury *{wage, 155 


Or elfe it fhall burn for ever. 


ng penitence and feare, 
She did invite a parley: 
ight, if cy ll forgive me heare, 


Henceforth Ill love you dearly. 
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My father he is now from home, 
And I am all alone, fir: 

Therefore a-crofs the water come ; 
And I am all your own, fir. 


Falfe maid, thou can’ft no more deceive, i6 
I fcorn the treacherous bait-a : 

If thou would’it have me thee believe, 
Now open me the gate-a. 


The bridge is drawn, the gate is barr’d, 
My father has the keys, fir. 7O 


But I have for my love prepar’d 
A fhorter way and eafier. 


Over the moate I’ve laid a plank 
Full feventeen feet in meafure: 

Then ftep a-crofs to the other bank, 17 
And there we’ll take our pleafure. 


ce | 
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Thefe words fhe had no fooner fpoke, 

But ftrait he came tripping over: 
The plank was faw’d, it {napping broke ; 
And fous’d the unhappy lover. 


V. 


W. HUY. SOP Bel ae 
% 
From fir ‘Fobu Suckling’s poems, This fprightly knight 


avas born in 1613, and cut off by a fever about the 29th 
year of his age. 


V 7 HY fo pale and wan, fond lover? 
Prethee, why fo pale? 

Vill, when looking well can’t move her, 
Looking ill prevail ? 


Prethee why fo pale? 


Se | 


Why fo dull and mute, young finner? 
Prethee why fo mute? 

Will, when fpeaking well can’t win her, 

saying nothing doe’t? 


Prethee why fo mute? Io 
Quit, quit for fhame; this will not move, 

TL ; ~ $e mim he 

This cannot take her; 
re Ac lf *t 
if of herfelf fhe will not love, 


The devil take her! : 
A he devil take ner! Ig 
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VI. 


THE SPANISH VIRGIN, or EFFECTS 
OF JEALOUSY. 


The fubje& of this ballad is taken from a folio collection 
of Fabel fortes, intitled **The theatre of Goa’s judg- 
‘© ments, by Dr. Beard and Dr. Taylor, 1642. Pt. 2. p. 8g. 
—The text is & wen (% with ome corrections ) from two copies ; 
one of them in black letter in the Pepys salbenasi In this 
every franza is accompanied with the follow ving diftich by way 


of burden, 
O+ jealoufie ! thou art nurft in bel] : 
‘© Depart from hence, and therein dwell.” 


LL tender hearts, that ake to hear 
Of thofe that fuffer wrong ; 
All you, that never fhed:a tear, 
Give heed unto my fong. 


Fair Ifabella’s tragedy 

My tale doth far exceed: 
Alas! that fo much cruelty 

In female hearts fhould breed | 


Le 


In Spain a lady liv’d of late, 

Who was of high degree ; Id 
Whofe wayward temper did create, 

Much woe and mifery. 
R34 Straneoe 
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Strange jealoufies fo fill’d her head 
With many a vain furmize, 

She thought her lord had wrong’d her bed, 1§ 
And did her love defpife. 


A gentlewoman pafling fair 

Did on this lady wait ; 
With braveft dames fhe might compare ; 
Her beauty was compleat. 29 


Her lady caft a jealous eye 
Upon this gentle maid ; 
And taxt her with difloyaltye ; 


And did her oft upbraid. 


fn filence ftill this maiden meek: 


ho 


Wry 


+ 


Her bitter taunts would bear ; 


34 


While oft adown her lovely cheek 


Would fteal the falling tear. 


in vain in humble fort fhe ftrove 


Her fury to difarm ; 


&s> 
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; well the meeknefs of the dove 


The bloody hawke might charm. 


ter lord of humour licht and gay, 
5 os 2 
And innocent the while, 


As oft, as fhe came in his way, 
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Would on the damfell fmile. 


And oft before his lady’s face, 
As thinking her her friend, | 

He would the maiden’s modeft grace, 
And comelinefs commend. 


All which incens’d his lady fo 
She burnt with wrath extreame; 
At length the fire that long did glow, 
Burft forth into a flame. 


For on a day it fo befell, a 
When he was gone from home, 

The lady all with rage did {well, 
And to the damfell come. 


And charging her with great offence, 
And many a grievous fault ; 

She bade her fervants drag her thence, 
Into a difmal vault. 


There lay beneath the common-fhore 
A dungeon dark and deep : 


Where they were wont, in days of yore, 


Offenders great to keep. 


There never light of chearful day 
Difpers’d the hideous gloom; 

But dank and noifome vapours play 

Around the wretched room. 
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And adders, fnakes and toads therein, 
As afterwards was known, 
Long in this loathfome vault had bin, 


And were to monfters grown. 


Into this foul and fearful place, 6s 
The fair one innocent 
Was caft, before her lady’s face ; 


Her malice to content, 


This maid no fooner enter’d is, 
But ftrait, a 


las! fhe hears, 78 
The toads to croak, and fnakes to hifs: 


PE LE: 
[hen grievoufly fhe fears. 
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Soon from their holes the vipers creep, 
And fiercely her affail: 
Which makes the damfel forely weep, 75 
And her fad fate bewail. 
With her fair hands fhe ftrives in vain 
Her body to defend : 
With fhrieks, and cries fhe doth complain, 
But all is to no end. $0 


A fervant liftning near the door, 

Struck with her doleful noife, 
Strait ran his lady to implore’; 
But fhe’ll not hear his voice. 
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With bleeding heart he goes agen 85 
To mark the maiden’s groans ; 

And plainly hears, within the den, 
How the herfelf bemoans. 


Again he to his lady hies 

With all the hafte he may: 99 
She into furious paffion flies, 

And orders him away. 


Still back again does he return 
To hear her tender cries ; 

The virgin now had ceas’d to mourn; 
Which fill’d him with furprize. 


\S 
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In grief, and horror, and affright, 
fe liftens at the walls ; 
But finding all was filent quite, 


He to his lady calls. I 


ie) 
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Too fure, O lady, now quoth he, 
Your cruelty hath {ped : 

Make haft, for fhame, and come and fee ; pil 
I fear the virgin’s dead. | 


‘She ftarts to hear her fudden fate, 10S 
And does with torches run : 
But all her hafte was now too late, 


For death his worft had done. 
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The door being open’d ftrait they found 

The virgin ftretch’d along : 110 
Two dreadful {nakes had wrapt her round, 

Which her to death had ftung. 


One round her legs, her thighs, her waft 
Had twin’d his fatal wreath : 

The other clofe her neck embrac’d, t1¢ 
And ftopt her gentle breath. , 


The fnakes, being from her body thruft, 
‘Their bellies were fo fill’d, 
That with excefs of blood they burft, 


Thus with their prey were kill’d. 120 
The wicked lady at this fight, 

With horror ftrait ran mad ; 
So raving dy’d as was moft right, 

Caufe fhe no pity had. 
Let me advife you, ladies all, i2¢ 


Of jealoufy beware: 
It caufeth many a one to fall, 


And is the devil’s {nare. 


VIL. THE. 
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VIt. 


THE ASPIRING SHEPHERD. 


From the Editor’s ancient folio Manufcript. 


ty E is a foole that bafelye dallies, 
' Where eche peafant mates with him : 
Shall I haunt the thronged vallies 
Having noble hills to climbe. 
No, no, thofe clownes, be fear’d with frownes, 
Shall never my efteeme obtaine; 
And fuch as you, fond fools, adieu! 
Ye feeke to captive me in vaine. 


I doe feorne to vow a dutye, 
Where eche luftfull ladd may woe: 
Give me her whofe < fun-like’ beautye 
Buzzards dare not gaze unto. 
Shee it is, affords my bliffe, 
For whom I will refufe no paine: 
And fuch as you, fond fools, adieu! 
Ye feeke to captive me in vaine, 


7 


Ver. 11. feemlye. MS. 
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Viti. 
CONSTANT PENELOPE. 


T he » ladies are indebted for the fall soci ing notable documents 
Jf 
tothe P ep) 1s colle@ion, EK the e original is preferved in blach= 
letter, intitled and is, + A loohing-gla/s for ladies, or a mirrour 
“¢ for married women. Tune Queen Dido, or Troy town.’ 


¥ K 7 HEN Greeks, and Trojans fell at ftrife, 
Y And lords in armour bright were feen ; 
When many a gallant loft his life 
About fair Hellen, beauties queen ; 
Ulyffles, general fo free, 


Did eis ve his dear Penelope: 


Py 


When fhe this wofull news did hear, 
‘That he would to the warrs of Troy; 
For grief fhe fhed full many a tear, 
At parting from her only joy ; 1@ 
Her ladies all about her came, 


‘To comfort up this Grecian dame. 


Ulyffes, with a heavy heart, 
Unto ais then did mildly fay, 

‘The time is come that we muft part; Is 
My honour calls me hence away 5 

Yet in my abfence, deareft, be 


My conftant wife, Penelope. 
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Let me no longer live, fhe fayd, 
Then to my lord J true remain ; 20 
My honour fhall not be betray’d 
Until I fee my love again: 
For ever I will conftant preve, 
As is the loyal turtle-dove. 


Thus did they part with Meavy chear, 


Ay 
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And to the fhips his way he took ; 
Her tender eyes dropt many a tear, 

Still cafting many a longing look: 
She faw him on the furges clide, 
And uato Neptune thus fhe cry’d. 


hag 
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Thou god, whofe power is in the deep, 
And ruleft in the ocean main, 

My loving lord in-fafety keep 
Till he return to me again : 

That I his perfon may behold, 

To me more precious far than gol®. 


459 
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Then ftraight the fhips with nimble fails 
Were all convey’d out of her fight s 
Her cruel fate fhe then bewails, 
Since fhe had loft her hearts delight: 


{} 


Now fhall my practice be, quoth fhe, 
True vertue and humility. 


“Seat tite 
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My patience I will put in ure, 
My charity I will extend ; 

Since for my woe there is no cure, 4 
The helplefs now I will befriend : 

The widow and the fatherlefs, 


Ja 


I will relieve, when in diftrefs. 


Thus fhe continued year by year 
In doing good to every one; §o 
Her fame was noifed every where, 
To young and old the fame was known; 
No company that fhe would mind, 
Who were to vanity inclin’d, 
Mean while Ulyffes fought for fame, 55 
’Mongtt Trojans hazarding his life : 
Young gallants; hearing of her name, 
Came flocking for to tempt his wife ; 
For fhe was lovely, young, and fair, 
No lady might with her compare. 60 


With coftly gifts and jewels fine, 
They did endeavour her to win; 
With banquets, and the choiceft wine, 
For to allure her unto fin: 
Mott perfons were of high degree, Ge 
Who courted fair Penelope. 


Wot. “Is 
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With modefty and comely grace, 
Their wanton fuits fhe did denyes 
No tempting charms could e’er deface 
Her deareit hufband’s memorye ; 
But conftant fhe would ftill remain, 

Hopeing to fee him once again. 


Her book her dayly comfort was, 
And that fhe often did perufe ; 
She feldom looked in her glafs ; 
Powder and paint fhe ne’er would ufe, 
I with all ladies weré as free 
From pride, as was Penelope. 


She in her needle took delight, 

And likewife in her fpinning-wheel ; 
Her maids about her.every night 

Did ufe the diftaff, and the reel: 
The fpiders, that on rafters twine, 
Scarce {pin a thread more foft and fine. 


Sometimes fhe would bewail the lofs 
And abfence of her deareft love: 

Sometimes fhe thought the feas to crofs, 
Her fortune on the waves to prove: 

I fear my lord is flain, quoth fhe, 

He ftays fo from Penclope. 
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At length the ten years fiege of Troy 
Did end ; in flames the city burn’d ; 
And to the Grecians was great joy, 
To fee the towers to afhes turn’d: 
Then came Ulyffes home to fee 95 
His conftant, dear, Penelope. 


O blame her not if fhe was glad, 

When fhe her lord again had feen. 
Thrice-welcome home, my dear, fhe faid, 

A long time abfent thou haft been : 100 
The wars fhall never more deprive 


Me of my lord whilft I’me alive. 


Fair ladies all example take ; 
And hence a worthy leffon learn, 

All youthful follies to forfake, £0 
And vice from virtue to difcern : 

And let all women ftrive to be, 

As conftant as Penelope. 


et | 
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TO LUCASTA, ON GOING TO THE WARS. 


By Sir Richard Lovelace; from a fearce volume of his 
poems intitled, ** Lucafta, Lond. 1649.12m0. The elegance 
of this writer’s manner would be more admired, if it had 
jomewhat more of fimplicity. 


ELL me not, fweet, I am unkinde, 
That from the nunnerie 
Of thy chafte breaft, and quiet minde, 
To warre and armes I flie. 


True; a new miftreffe nowl chafe, 5 
The firft foe in the field ; 

And with a ftronger faith imbrace 
A {word, a horfe, a fhield. 


Yet this inconflancy is fuch, 
As you too fhall adore ; 10 
I could not love thee, deare, fo much, 


Lov’d I not honour more. 
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xX. 
VALENTINE AND URSINE. 


Tt would be in vain to put off this ballad for ancient, 


mor yet is it altogether modern. The original is an old MS 


poem in the Editor’s poffeffion; which being in a wretched cor- 
rupt flate, the Jubject was thought worthy of fome embellifo- 
ments. 


The old ftory-book of Valentine and Orfon (which Jug- 
gefted the plan of this tale, but it is not ftriétly fallow- 
ed in it) is originally a tranflation from the French, being 

> of their earlieft attempts at romance. See **Le Bib- 
<< Liotheque de Romans, Sc.’ 

The circumpance of the bridge of bells, is taken from the 
old metrical levend of Sir Baus. and has alfo been copied 
in the Seven Ch ampions. The original lines are 

<¢ Over the dyke a bridge there lay, 

“© That man and beeft might pafse away: 
“© Under the brydge were fixty belles ; 

<¢ Right as the Romans telles ; 

<< That there might no man passe in 


‘© But all they rang with a gyn.” 
i Sign. E, iv. 


Part THE First. 


HEN Flora ’gins to decke the fields 
V With colours frefh and fine, 
Then holy clerkes their mattins fing 
To good Saint Valentine! 
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The king of France that morning fair 
Je would a hunting ride: 

To Artois foreft prancing forth 
In all his princely pride. 


To grace his fports a courtly train 
Of gallant peers attend ; 

And with their loud and cheerful cryes 
The hills and valleys rend. 


Through the deep foreft fwift they pals, 
Through woods and thickets wild ; 
When down within a lonely dell 
They found a new-born child: 


All in a fcarlet kercher lay’d 
Of filk fo fine and thin: 

A golden mantle wrapt him round 
‘Pinn’d with a filver pin. 


"The fudden fight furpriz’d them all ; 
The courtiers gather’d round ; 

They look, they call, the mother feek ; 
No mother could be found. 


At length the king himfelf drew near, 
And as he gazing ftands, 

The pretty babe look’d up and fmil’d, 
And ftretch’d his little hands. 
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Now, by the rood, king Pepin fays, 
This child is pafling fair : 30 
I wot he is of gentle blood; 


Perhaps fome prince’s heir, 


Goe bear him home unto my court 


With all the care ye may: 


Let him be chriften’d Valentine, 35 
In honour of* this day ; 

And look me out fome cunning nurfe ; 
Well nurtur’d let him bee; 

Nor ought be wanting that becomes 
A bairn of high degree. 40 


rr . aay ae 
They look’d him out a cunning nurfe ; 
a ee ee 19 screed 
And nurtur’d well was hee 
° 1 Z 
Nor ought was wanting that become 


A bairn of high deoree 
fa aiiil VU] sis 4 1S ICc. 


; ’ 
Thus erewe the little Valentine iS 
‘ep } 
RPelo q felling And apace. 
BCLOV'G OF King and peers 5 


But chief in gallant feates of arms 
He did himfelf advance, 50 
That ere he vrewe to man’s eftate 


nad no peere in france, 
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And now the early downe began 
To fhade his youthful chin ; 

When Valentine was dubb’d a knight, 
That he might glory win. 


iM 


wn 


A boon, a boon, my gracious liege, 
I beg a boon of thee! 
The firft adventure, that befalls, 
May be referv’d for me. 60 


The firft adventure fhall be thine ; 
The king did fmiling fay. 
Nor many days when lo! there came 
YS5 


Three palmers clad in graye. 


% « 7 . c 9 

Help, gracious lord, they weeping tay d; 65 
And knelt as it was meet: 

From Artoys foreft we bé come, 


With weak and wearye feet. 


Within thofe deep and drearye woods 
There wends a favage boy ; 

Whofe fierce and mortal rage doth yicld 
Thy fubje&ts dire annoy. 

’Mong ruthlefs beares he fure was bred ; 
He lurks within their den: 

With beares he lives; with beares he feeds, ae 


And drinks the blood of men. 


a) 
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To more than favage ftrength he joins 
A more than human kill: 
For arms, ne cunning may fuffice 
His cruel rage to ftill. Te) 


Up then rofe fir Valentine, 
And claim’d that arduous deed. 

Go forth and conquer, fay’d the king, 
And great fhall be thy meed. 


Well mounted on a milk-white fteed, 35 
His armour white as fnow ; 

As well befeem’d a virgin knight, 
Who ne’er had fought a foe: 


To Artoys foreft he repairs 
With all the hafte he may : 


90 
And foon he fpies the favage youth 
A rending of his prey. 
His unkempt hair all matted hung 
Tis fhaggy fhoulders round: 
His eager eye all fiery glow’d: 95 


His face with fury frown’d. 


Like eagles’ talons grew his nails; 
His limbs were thick and {trong ; 

And dreadful was the knotted oak 

He bare with him along. 
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Soon as fir Valentine approach’d, 
He ftarts with fudden fpring ; . 
And yelling forth a hideous how], ia 
He made the forefts ring. | 


As when a tyger fierce and fell 105 
Hath {pyed a pafling roe, 

And leaps at once upon his throat; 
So fprung the favage foe ; 


So lightly leap’d with furious force 

The gentle knight to feize: 110 
But met his tall uplifted fpear, 

Which funk him on his knees. 


A fecond ftroke fo ftiff and ftern 
Had laid the fayage low ; 

But fpringing up, he rais’d his club, 115 
And aim’d a dreadful blow, 


The watchful warrior bent his head, 
And fhun’d the coming ftroke ; 
Upon his taper fpear it fell, 
And ail to fhivers broke, 120 


Then lighting nimbly from his fteed, 
He drew his burnifht brand : 

The favage quick as lightning flew E 

To wreft it from his hand, .) 
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Three times he grafp’d the filver hilt ; 125 
Three times he felt the blade; 


it fell with furious force $ 


y wounds it made, 


Now with redoubled rage he roar’d 3 
His eye-ball flafh’d with fire; 139 


fury fhook; 


And all n1 Heart Was 1r 
£AiiuU ail lls neart was ire, 


Chen clofine faft with furious gripe 


By Fae vet 7 . £. 
clafp’d the champion round, 


And with a ftrone and fudden twift 12¢ 
* = 


He laid him on the ground. 


Dart fran hh bee Abe citele Gree ee 
But foon the knight with aétive fpring, 
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Then binding ftrait his conquer’d foe 


Faft with.an iron chain, 150 
He tyes him to his horfe’s tail, ia 


And leads him 0’ex the plain, 


To court his hairy captive foon 
Sir Valentine doth bring ; 

And kneeling downe upon his knee, 15g 
Prefents him to the king. 


With lofs of blood and lofs of ftrength, 
The favage tamer grew ; 
And to fir Valentine became 


A fervant i and true. 16 


12) 
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And ’caufe with beares he erft was bred, 
Urfine they call his name: 


A name which unto future times 


The Mufes Hey Ip clame, 


N noe renown with prince and ] pecre 


His hich renown with prince and peere : 


02 
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It chanc’d the king upon a day 
Prepar’d a fumptuous feaft ; 

And there came lords, and dainty dames 
And many a noble guef, 


Wh 


3 


Amid their cups, that freely flow’d, 
Their revelry, and mirth; 

A youthful knight tax’d Valentine 
Of bafe and doubtful birth. 


16 


The foul reproach, fo grofsly urg’d, 
His generous heart did wound: 
And ftrait he vow’d he ne’er would reft 


1g 
Fill he his parents found. 


Then bidding king and peers adieu, 

Early one fummer’s day, ‘ 
With faithful Urfine by his fide, 

From court he takes his way. 29 


O’er hill and valley, mofs and moer, 
For many a day they pafs ; 

At length upon a moated lake, 
They found a bridge of brafs. 


Beyond it rofe a caftle fair 

Y-built of marble ftone: 
The battlements were gilt with gold, 
And glittredin the fun. 
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Beneath the bridge, with ftrange device, 

A hundred bells were hung; 30 
That man, nor beaft, might pafs thereon, 

But ftrait their larum rung. 


This quickly found the youthful pair, 
Who boldly crofling o’er, 

The jangling found bedeaft their ears, 35 
And rung from fhore to fhore. 


Quick at the found the caftle gates 
Unlock’d and opened wide, 
And ftrait a gyant huge and grim 
Stalk’d forth with ftately ftride. 49 


Now yield you, caytiffs, to my will; 
He cried with hideous roar ; 
Or elfe the wolves fhall eat your flefh, 


And ravens drink your gore. 


Vain boafter, faid the youthful knight, £5 
I fcorn thy threats and thee: 


ONT REA pt eS I ape 


I truft to force thy brazen gates, 


$3 Henares se 


And fet thy captives free. 


Then putting fpurs unto his feed, 
He aim’d a dreadful thruft : 
The fpear againit the gyant glanc’d, 


And caus’d the blood to burft. | ; 
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Mad and obtraaeam with the pain, 


i 


a Se y 
ie whirl 
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» 
And riding round with itake {peed 


Oft made him feel t 


As when a large and monftrous oak 


Unce afing 


So faft around the gyant’s limbs 


The blows quick-dartir 


As when the boughs with hideous fall 
Some haplefs woodman crufh : 

With fuch a force the enormous foe 
Did on the champion ruth. 


A fearful blow, 


Both horfe 


A 


So fatal was the ftroke, 


Then {miling forth a hideous ¢ grin, 
The gyant ftrides in hafte, 

And, flooping, aims a fecond ftroke « 
Now caytiff bre: 


’d his mace of ftee] : 
he very, wind of aaele 2 a blow 


s! there came, 
and knight it took, 
And laid them fenfelefs in the duft ; 


he thy lat ! 
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But ere it fell, two thundering blows 
Upon his feull defcend : 
From Urfine’s knotty club they came, 
Who ran to fave his friend. go 


Down funk the gyant gaping wide, 
And rolling his grim eyes : 

The hairy youth repeats his blows : 
The gafps, he groans, he dies. 


£5 
wa 


Quickly fir Valentine reviv’d 
With Urfine’s timely care : 

And now to fearch the caftle walls 
The venturous youths repair. 


The blood and bones of murder’d knights 
They found where’er they came: 


WO 
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At length within a lonely cell 
They faw a mournful dame. 


Her gentle eyes were dim’d with tears 5 
Her cheeks were pale with woe : 


And long fir Valentine befought 95 
Her doleful tale to know. 


s¢ Alas! young knight, the weeping faid, 
<< Condole my wretched fate: 

¢¢ A childlefs mother here you fee ; | 
«¢ A wife without a mate. 100 | 
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Thefe twenty winters here forlorn 
«* [’ve drawn my hated breath ; 
Sole witnefs of a monfter’s crimes, 
«s And wifhing aye for death, 


Know, I am fifter of a king; 105 
«s And in my early years 
Was married to a mighty prince, 


<s The faireft of his peers, 


With him I fweetly liv’d in love 
<¢ A twelvemonth and a day: 110 
When, lo! a foul and treacherous prieft 


66 Y¥-wrought our loves’ decay. 


His feeming goodnefs wan him pow’r ; 
«¢ He had his mafter’s ear: 

And long to me and all the world 115 
‘¢ He did a faint appear. 


One day, when we were all alone, 
<¢ He proffer’d odious love : 

The wretch with horrour I repuls’d, 
<< And from my prefence drove. 120 
He feign’d remorfe, and piteous bee’d 

«¢ His crime I’d not reveal : 

Which, won by’s feeming penitence, 

‘«* T promis’d to conceal. 
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*¢ With treafon, villainy, and wrong 125 
«« My goodnefs he repay’d : 

s© With jealous doubts he fill’d my lord, 
«© And me to woe betray’d. 


¢ 


nn 


He hid a flave within my bed, 

<¢ Then rais*d a bitter cry : 130 
My lord, poffeft with rage, condemn’d 

‘© Me, all unheard, to dye. 
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But ’caufe I then was great with child, 
«* At length my life he {par’d: 


«« But bade me inftant quit the realme, 1345 


wn 


«© One truity knight my guard, 


€ 


wn 


Forth on my journey I depart, 

‘© Oppreft with grief and woe; 

«¢ And tow’rds my brother’s diftant court, 

«« With breaking heart, I goe. 14.0 
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Long time thro’ fundry foreign lands 
«© We flowly pace along: 


“: 


s¢ At leneth within a foreft wild’ 


<¢ T fell in labour trong. 
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And while the knight for fuccour fought, 145 
«s And left me there forlorn, 

*« My childbed pains fo fait increaft 

«¢ Two lovely boys were born. 
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‘© The eldeft fair, and fmooth,.as-fhow 


ce \at tips ae mountain hoar: 150 
er’s little phi rough 


r 
“© The youn 


+ 
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«¢ With hairs was cover’d o’er. 


s* But here afrefh begin my,woes: 
“© While tender care I took 


To flield my eldeft from the cold, Iss 


a 


1 


«¢ And wrap- him in my cloak ; 


¢ rh °\ tr tt) NOOO, Pst C rT!) > 
«¢ A prowling bear burft, from; the wood, 
And feiz’d my younger, fon: 


ss Affection lent my weaknefs WINGS, 
LS 


«« And after them-I run. 16@ 
es But all fore panic weak and fpent, 
«¢ T quickly fwoon’d away: 
«© And.there beneath the Ds caigeted fhade 
Longtime_t lifelefs lay. 
7 e ° 
« At léngth the knight brought me:relief, 165 
dS 5 3 2 


And rais’d me from the ground: 


x 


« But neitherof, my SRIEEY babes 


«© Could ever more be found. 


s¢ And, while in fearch we wander’d far, 
We met that gyant grim: ¥7O 
«* Who ruthlefs flew my trufty knight, 
«© And bare me off with him. 
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‘© But charm’d, by heav’n, or elfe my griefs, 
‘< He offer’d me no wrong: 

* Save that within thefe lonely walls’ 
«¢ [ve been immur’d fo long.” 


Now; furely, faid the youthful knight, 
Ye are lady Bellfance, 

Wife to thé Grecian emperor: 
Your brother’s king of France. Li 


co 
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For in_your royal brother’s court 
Myfelf my breeding had; 

Where oft the ftory of your woes 
Hath made my bofom fad. 


If fo, know your accufer’s dead, i 


co 
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And dying own’d his crime: 
And long your lord hath fought you out 
Thro’ every foreign clime; 


And whén no tidings he could learn 

Of his much-wronged wife, 190 
He vew’d thenceforth within his court 

To lead a hermit’s- life. 


Now heaven is kind! the lady {aid ; 
And dropt a joyful tear: 

Shall I once more behold my lord ? 1 
That lord I love fo dear? 
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Rut, madam, faid fir Valentine, 
And knelt upon his knee; 
Know you the cloak that wrapt your babe, 
If you the fame fhould fee ? z00 


And pulling forth the cloth of gold, 
In which himfelf was found ; 

The lady gave a fudden fhriek, 
And fainted on the ground. 


is tre hie al irecreet Ss 
But by his pious care reviv’d, 205 
His tale fhe heard anon: 
And foon by other tokens found, 
He was indeed her fon. 


But who’s this hairy youth? fhe faid; 

He much refembles thee: 210 
The bear devour’d my younger fon, 

Or fure that fon were he. 


Madam, this youth with beares was bred, 
And rear’d within their den. 

But recolle& ye any mark 245 
To know your fon agen? 


Upon his little fide, quoth fhe, 
Was ftampt a bloody rofe. 

Here, lady, fee the crimfon mark 

Upon his body grows! 
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Then clafping both her new-found fons, 
She bath’d their cheeks with tears ; 

And foon towards her brother's court 
Her joyful courfe the fteers. 


What pen can paint king Pepin’s joy, 225 
His fifter thus reftor’d ; 
And foon a meffenger was fent 


To chear her drooping lord : 


Who came in hafte with all his peers, 

To fetch her home to Greece : 230 
Where many. happy years they reign’d 

In perfect love and peace, 


To them fir Urfine did fucceed, 
And long the fcepger bare. 
Sir Valentine he ftay'd in France, 235 

And was his uncle’s heir. ; 


XI. 
THE DRAGON OF WANTLEY. 


This humorous fong (as a former Editor + bas well ob- 
ferved) is to old metrical romances and ballads of chival- 
ry, what Don Quixote is to profe narratives of that kind: 
—a lively fatire on their extravagant fictions. But altho’ 
the fatire is thus general; the Jubje@ of this ballad Jeems 
local and peculiar : fo that many of the fineft firokes of hu- 
mour are loft for want of our knowing the particular facts 
3 : to 
t Collefion, 3 vol. 1727. 
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to which they allude. Thefe we hbave-in vain endeavonred 
p recovers an sd are therefore obliged to acquiefce in.the common 
2 
account; nam ely, th at this ballad alludes 0 @ Con ate ft at laws 
era Yorkfbire attorney and a nei ighbour- 
ing gentleman. The | former, it feems, had ftript three orphans 
or bei YW by } 11 AHCE, and by his ZN YORC bho an 1a YT apa- 
tne fs was become a Nit 


lance to the avhole country; when 
renner oul yp. bfpor 1 thee aufe of rhe oppreffed, and 
a complete aid over bis antagonif who with 

y cer fpi ana vexation by ohke his b eit Ze 
Ln handling this fubje& the Author has brought in moft 
of the common incidents avhich occur in Romance. The de- 


ges——the people fly 


2 Z fhe 7 
t for: fuccour-—pis care in chu “fang his ar~ 


dragon ™* m—mi$ outra 


areft for fight by a young dam/ell— and 


y ML AAC ‘5 of the baitle a GHA victory 
J eae By tat ap ee 
ang for the burte/que turn given to them) are what occur 
en ewery 00k of chivalry whether in profe or verfe. 


if any one piece, more than othe ", 75 more particularly 
fewelled at, zt feems to.be the old rhimi ing heger nd of fir Be- 
wis. Therea Deacon is attacked from a W ELL 2% a man~ 
mer not very remote from this of the ballad : 
7 here was a well» fo have I Wy ANE » 
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OER rygbt theres tz, 
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dan the bh st be Jmote fo fufte, 

4 e hit the Seales brajte’s 
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And cafi a gaion and more 
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far Bevis Pp Me 
Jyr Levis pé it Jlong a 
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tof brs. mouth Key Age 
Out of h7s-mouthe of wenins | 


Se6 above pag. 104 & p.2 
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This feems to be meant by the dragon of Wantley’s ftink, 
wer. 110. As the, politick knight’ Ss creeping out, and attack- 
ing the dragon § Fi. Seems ev ident ly torallude to the following 

Bevis bleffed himjelfe, and forth yode, 

And lepte out vith bafte AUT good ; 

And Bevis unto the dragon gone is 3 

And the dragon alfo to Bevis. 

Longe, and harde was that fyght 

Betawene the as a and that 
But ever whan fyr Bevis was 
He went to the well, an 4 Ss hee 


He was as hole as any man, 

Ever frefbe as whan he began 

The dr agon Yawe it eee not avay yle 
Fb the well to hold bat ayles 

He thou ght be would, wupith yome wyles 
Out of tbat place. Bevis. oegyle 3 

He woulde Hae Powven then aweaye, 
But Bevis lepte ofter with gadd Morglaye, 
And hyt him under the wynge, 

As he was in his flyenge Se. 


* * * . C2 
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After all, perhaps the writer of thts Bila a was acquaint 
ed with the above incidents only thro’ the medium of Sp ener, 

who has affumed mnoft of themin bis Faery Que At le 
Some particulars in the defcription if the dragons, & EJ c, lin 
evidently horro: wed pine thé latter, See » Book, 1. Canto 11. 
avhere the dr “agon’ s s £uwo wynges Like fayls—b uge le tayl— 
6s with fiings his cruel- vending clawes -——~ and yron 
“© reeth—his breath of , [methering fine and f fusp heen » and 
é d. 
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‘the duration of the, fobt fe Upwsai “ads of tv0 YS bear a great 
QO + " 


I] A, > 
vefemblance to paffag aces in ae following ballad ; 
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be confifed that the/ e/e par ticalars are common to alt old writers 
of Romance. 


T he allowing ballad a pp sears 10 dial a en voritten late 
in the laf century : at leaft we bad met with noue out modern 
copies; the text is given from one in ieaen letter in the 
Pepys colleMion, collated with two or three others. 
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O LD ftories tell, how Hercules 


A dragon flew at Lerna, 
With feven heads, and fourteen eyes, 
To fee and well difcern-a : 
But he had a club, this dragon to drub, 
Or he had ne’re don’t, I warrant ye: 
But More of More-Hall, with nothing at all, 
Fe flew the dragon of Wantley. 


This dragon had two furions wings, 


Each one upon each fhoulder ; 


| fa) 
With a fting in his tayl, 


as long as a flayl, 
Which made him bolder and bolder. 
He had long claws, and in his jaws 
Four and forty teeth of iron; 
With a hide as tough, as any buff, tS 
Which did him round environ, 
Have you not heard how the Trojan horfe 
Held feventy men in his belly ? 
This dragon was not quite fo big, 
But very near, I'll tell ye. 
Devoured he, poor children three, 
That cauld not with him grapple; 
And at one fap, he eat them Up, 
As one would eat an apple. 


29 
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All forts of cattle this dragon did eat, on 
Some fay he did eat up trees, 
And that the forefts fure he would 
Devour up by degrees : 
For houfes and churches, were to him geefe and turkies; 
He eat all, and left none behind, 30 
But fome ftones, dear Jack, that he could not crack, 
Which on the hills you will find, 


In Yorkfhire, near fair Rotherham. 
The place I know it well; 
Some two or three miles, or thereabouts, 35 
I vow J cannot tell; 
But there is a hedge, juft on the hill edge, 
And Matthew’s houfe hard by it; 
© there and then, was this dragon’s den, 
You could not chufe but {py it, 40 


Some fay, this dragon was a witch ; 
Some fay, he was a devil, 
For from his nofe a fmoke arofe, 
And with it burning fnivel ; 
Which he caft off, when he did cough, AS 
In a well that he did ftand by ; 
Which made it look, juft like a brook 
Running with burning brandy, 


Ver. 29. were to him gorfe and birches. Other Capies. 


ANC 


CLIENTS ONE 


Hard by a furious knight there dwelt, 


Of whom all towns did ring ; 


Me 
For he could wreftle, play at quarter-ftaff, kick, 


cuff and huff, 


CO 


Call fon of a whore, do any kind of thing: 
By the tail and the main, with his hands:twain 
He {wung a horfe till he was dead ; 


And that which is ftranger, he for very anger Ke 
“~Z 
Eat him all up but his head, 
Thefe children, as I told , being eat; 


Men, women, girls aia Lass, 
Sighing and Mts came to his lodging, 
And made a hideous noife: 
O fave us all, More of More-Hall, 


Thou peerlefs knight of thefe woods ; 
Do but flay this dragon, who won’t leave us a rag on, 
We'll cive thee all our goods. 
o Pe ] 
Tut, tut, quoth he, no'goods I want ; 6c 
But I want, I want in footh, 
A fair maid of fixteen, that’s brifk, “and keen,’ 
And {miles about the mouth; 
Hair black as floe, fkin white as fnow, 
With blufhes her cheeks adorni MING 5 70 


To ’noynt me o’er night, ere I "'B° to fight, 


4 


: J ef3 
And to arei 


€is me in the MOf;ryT 
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This being done he did engage 
To hew the dragon down ; 
But firft he went, new armour to 
Befpeak at Sheffield town ; 
With fpikes all about, not within but without, 
Of fteel fo tharp and ftrong ; 
Both behind and before, arms, legs, and allo’er 
Some five or fix inches long, | 80 


mJ 


Wi 


Had you but feen him in this drefs, 
How fierce he look’d and how big, 
You would have thought him for to be 
Some Egyptian porcupig : 
Te frighted all, cats, dogs, and all, 


co 
wa 


Each cow, each horfe, and each hog : 
For fear they did flee, for they took him to be 


Some ftrange outlandifh hedge-hog. 


LO fee this fight, all people then 


Ea ees calee atoms ETRE 


Got up on trees and houfes, go 
On churches fome, and chimneys too ; 
But thefe put on their trowfes, 
Not to fpoil their hofe. As foon as he rofe, 
To make him ftreng and mighty, 
He drank by the tale, fix pots of ale, 95 
And a quart of aqua-vite. 


Nor, 1. Like Tt fat 
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It is not ftrength that always wins, 
For wit doth ftrength excel ; 
Which made our cunning champion 
Creep down into a well ; 100 
Where he did think, this dragon would drink, 
And io he did in truth ; 
And as he ftoop’d low, he rofe up and cry’d, boh! 
And hit him in the mouth. 


Oh, quoth the dragon, pox take thee, come out, 105 
Thou difturb’ft me in my drink: 
And then he turn’d, and .... at him; 
Good lack how he did ftink! 
Befhrew thy foul, thy body’s foul, 
Thy dung fmells not like balfam ; 110 
Thou fon of a whore, thou ftink’f fo fore, 
Sure thy diet is unwholfome.. 


Our politick knight, on the other fide, 
Crept out upon the brink, 
And gave the dragon fuch a doufe, 115 
He knew not what to think: 
By cock, quoth he, fay you fo: do you fee? 
And then at him he let fly 
With hand and with foot, and fo they went to’t, 
And the word it was, hey boys, hey! 
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Your words, quoth the dragon, I don’t underftand : 
Then to it they fell at all, 
Like two wild boars fo fierce, if I may 
Compare great things with {mall. 
Two days anda night, with tiis dragon did fight 125 
Our champion on the ground ; 
Tho’ their ftrength it was great, their fkill it was neat, 
They never had one wound. 


At length ne hard earth began to quake, 
The dragon gave him a knock, 139 
Which made him to reel, and ftraitway he thought, 
To lift him as high as a rock, 
And thence let him fall. But More of More-Hall, 
Like a valiant fon of Mars, 
As he came like a lout, fo he turn’d him about, 13 
And hit him a kick on the -... 


Oh; quoth the dragon, with a deep figh, 
And turn’d fix times together, 
Sobbing and tearing, curfing and {wearing 
Out of his throat of leather ; 140 
More of More-Hall! O thou rafcal! 
Would I had feen thee never ; 
With the thing at thy foot, thou haft prick 
And I’m Psalte undone for ever. 


TIE RRR ME ep tits ERR Ne eee aA PEI Bl Beas cet eae 


Vou... T 97 Murder, 


Se ETS EEO INS GRO ORE ee 
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Murder, murder, the dragon cry’d, 145 
Alack, alack, for grief ; 
dad you but mift that place, you could 
Have cone me no mifchief. 
Then his head he fhaked, trembled and quaked, 
And down he laid and cry’d ; 15% 


Firft on one knee, then on back tumbled he, 
So groan’d, kickt, ...., and dy’d. 


XII. 
ST. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND. 
Tue First Parr. 


As the former fong is in ridicule of the extravagant in- 
cidents in old ballads and metrical romances; fo this is a 
Fi lefque of their ftyle; particularly of the rambling tran- 
fitions and wild accumulation of unconnected parts, fo fre- 
quent in many of them. 

This ballad is given from an old black-letter copy in the 
Prays ei, ion, cc imprinted at London, 1612.” It is more 
ancient than many of the preceding; but we place it here 
for the fake of conneGing it with the Skconp Parr. 


HY doe you boaft of Arthur and his knightes, 
Knowing ‘well’ how many men have endured | 
fishtes ? 

For befides king Arthur, and Lancelot du Jake, 
Or fir Triftram de Lionel, that fought for ladies fake ; 


Be 
© 
we ah 


AND BALLADS. 287 


Read in old. hiftories, and there you fhall fee 
How St. George, St. George the dragon made to flee. 
St. George hewas for England ; St. Dennis was for France. | 
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


Mark our father Abraham, when firft he refckued Lot 

Onely with his houfehold, what conqueft there he got: 

David, was eleéted a prophet and a king, 

He flew the great Goliah, with a ftone within a fling : 

Yet thefe were not knightes of the table round; 

Nor St. George, St. George, who the dragon did con- 

found. 

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 

Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


wt. 


jenkitil and Gideon did lead their men to fight, 

‘They conquered the Amorites, and put them all to 
flight: 

Hescules his labours < were’ on the plaines of Baile; 

And Sampfon flew a thoufand with the jawbone of an 
affe 

And eke he threw a temple downe, and did a mighty 
fpoyle. 

And St. George, St. George he did the dragon foyle. 

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


The warres of ancient monarches it were too long to tell, 
And likewife of the Romans, liow farre they did excell; 
Hanny? 
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Ffannyball and Scipio in many a fielde did fighte: 
Orlando Furiofo he was.a wor thy knighte ; 
Remus and Romulus, were they that Rome did builde: 
But St. Georg ge, St. George the dragon made to yielde. 
St. aban was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 
» Honi foit qui mal y penjfe. 


The nob le Alphonfo, that was the Spanifh king, 
‘The order of the red fcarffes and bandrolles in di dbring: 
For he had a troope of mighty knightes, when firft he 


Which fought adventures farre and neare, that cons 
queft they might win: 
The rankes of the Pagans he often put to flight. 
But St. George, St. George did with the di ragon fight. 
St. George he was for England ; ‘St. Dennis was for France. 
Sing, Honi fot qui mal y penfe. 


Many ‘knights’ have fought with proud Tamberlaine: 

Cutlax the Dane, great warres he did maintaine - 

Rowland of Beame, and good ‘fir’ Olivere 

fn the foreft of Acon flew both woolfe and beare: 

Befides that noble Hollander, ¢ fir? Goward with the bill. 

But St.George, St.George the dragon’s blood did fpill. 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France, 

Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


Valentine and Orfon were of king Pepin’s blood : 
Alfride and Henry they were brave knigh tes and good : 


The 
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The four fons of Aymon, that follow’« 

Sir eae of Burdeaux, and Gx sdf f 
Thefe were all French knightes that lived in that age. 
a) . George, St. George the dragon did affuage. 

. Gearge he was for England; St, Dennis was for France, 
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y pene. 

Bevis conquered Afcupart, and after flew the boare, 
And then he croft beyond the feas to combat with the 


Sir Hfenbras,..and Eglamore they! were. knightes..moft 
bold ; 

And good, Sir John Mandeville of. travel much. hath 
told: 


There. were many Englifh. knights that Pagans did 
convert. 

But St.George, St.George pluckt out the dragon’sheart. 

St.George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 


Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


The noble earl of Warwick, that was calPd fir Guy, 
The —— and pagans ftoutly didide 
He flew the giant Brandimore, and beta. was the, death 


eo 


Of that moi gaftly dun cowe, the divell of a nf{more 


+} 
Leach: 
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Richard Coeur. de-lion erft king of this land, 

He the lion gored with his naked hand*: 

The falfe duke of Auftria nothing did he feare; 

But his fon he killed with a boxe on the eare : 

Befides his famous actes done in the holy lande. 

But St. George, St. George the dragon did withftande. 
St.George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 


oe: r . . . 4 
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


Henry the fifth he conquered all France, 

And quartered their arms, his honour to advance: 

He their cities razed, and threw their caftles downe, 
And his head he honoured with a double crowne: 

He thumped the French-men, and after home he came. 
But St. George, St. George he did the dragon tame. 


St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 


ze 
Sing, J toni foit gui mal y penfe. 


St. David of Wales the Welfh-men much advance : 

St Jaques of Spaine, that never yet broke lance : 

St. Patricke of Ireland, which was St. Georges boy, 

Seven yeares he kept his horfe, and then ftole him away : 

For which knavifh a&, as flaves they doe remaine. 

But St. George, St George the dragon he hath flaine. 
St. George hewas for England; St. Dennis was for France. 


el i ha lea ela : 
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


XIII. St. 


* Allud; ng to the fabslous Exp loits attributed to this King in the Old 
Romanecs, 
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XTITI. 
St. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND, 
THE SeconD Part, 


—was written about the end of the laf century by Joun 
Gruss M. Z. of Chrift Church, Oxford. All that we 
can learn concerning this facetious writer is contained in a 
Sew extracts from the univerfity Regifter ; by which it ap- 
pears that he was matriculated in 1667, aged 20 years, being 
the Jon of Fohn Grubb © de A&on Burnel in Comitatu Salop. 
“‘pauperis.” He took his degree of Batchelor of Arts, Fun. 
7, 1673. Ard became Mayer of Arts Fun. 28, 1675. He 
was frill living in Oxford, when a celebrated wit * wrote the 
following Diftich: 

Alma novem genuit celebres Rhedycina poetas, 

Bub, Stubb, Grubb, Crabo, Trapp, Young, 
Carey, Tickel, Evans. 

Thefe were Bub Dodington (the late Lord Melcombe,) Dr. 
Stubbes, our Poet Grubb, Mr. Crabb, Dr. Trapp the Poetry 
Profefor, Dr. Edw. Young the poet, Walter Carey, Thomas 

~Tickel Efg; and Dr. Evans the Epigrammatift. 

The Editor has never met with any tavo copies of the fol- 
lowing ballad in which the flanzas were ranged alike, he 
has therefore thrown them into what feemed to him the mofe 
natural order. The verfes were originally written in long 
lines as Alexandrines, but the narrowne/i of the page made it 


nectffary to fubdivide them, 
HE ftory of king Arthur 


_ Is very memorable, 
The number of his valiant knights, 
And roundnefs of his table ; 
U2 The 
* The author of Plyche in Dodfiey’s Mifcel, 
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The knights around his table in é 
A circle fate, d’ yefee 


And altogether made up one 
Large oes of chivalry. 
He had afword, both broad and fharp, 
Y lened Tit 1@ 


Lee aiiW tl 


Xx7 c 

Would cut a flint more eafily, 
Than pen-knife cits a corn; 

As cafe-knife does a capon carve, 


So would it carve a rock, 


And fplit a-man at fingle flafh, 25 
From noddle down to nock. 
He was the.cream of Brecknock, 
And flower of all the Welth : 
But G eorvé he did ‘the dragon fell, 
And ‘gave him a plaguy {quelfh. ) 26 
St George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 


Sine, Honi foit qui mal y penfe- 


Pendragon, like his father Jove, 
Was fed with en} of goat; 
nade a noble fhield 2 


veh 
roat’s tia coat : 


Wh 


rnifht helmet he 


. creft of leeks; 


And Dh ait? he aus with dreadful nods, 
hoftile cheeks. 


4 
Dre w tears down i 
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Itch, and Welfh blood did make him hot, 

And very prone. to ire; 
H? was ting’d with brimftone, like a match, 

And would as foon take fire: 


As brimftone he took inwardly 35 
When fcurf gave him occafion, 

His poftern puff of wind was a 
Sulphureous exhalation. 

The Briton never tergivers’d, 
But was for adverfe drubbing, 4@ 


And never turn’d his back for aught, 
But toa poft for fcrubbing. 

His fword would ferve for battle, or 
For dinner, if you pleafe ; 

When it had flain a Chefhire man, 45 
>T would toft a Chethire cheefe. 

He wounded, and, in their own blood, 
Did anabaptize Pagans. 

But George he made the dragon an 
Example to all dragons, 50 

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 

Sing, Honi fort qui mal y penfe. 

Brave Warwick Guy, at dinner time, 
Challeng’d a gyant favage ; 

And ftreight came out the unweildy lout 


Wry 
J 


Brim-fuill of wrath and cabbage : 


rnin 
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He had a phiz of latitude, 
And was full thick i’ th’ middle; 
The cheeks of puffed trumpeter, 
And paunch of fquire Beadle.* 60 
But the knight fell’d him, like an oak, 
And did upon his back tread ; 
The valiant knight his weazon cut, 
And Atropus his packthread. 
Befides he fought with a dun cow, 65 
As fay the poets witty, 
A dreadful dun, and horned too, 
Like dun of Oxford city : 
The fervent dog-days made her mad, 
By caufing heat of weather, 70 
Syrius and Procyon baited her, 
As bull-dogs did her father: 
Grafiers, nor butchers this fell beaft, 


E’er of her frolick hindred ; 


John Dorfet + fhe’d knock down as flat, ras 
As John knocks down her kindred : 
Her heels would lay ye all along, 
And kick into a fwoon ; 
Frewin’s || cow-heels keep up your corpfe, 
But hers would beat you down: 80 
She 


* Men of bulk anf-werable to their places, as is well known at 
Oxford. 

+ A butcher at Oxford. 

| A cook, who on faft nights was fameus for felling cow-heel 
and tripe. 


AND BALLADS. 


She vanquifht many a fturdy wight, 
And proud was of the honour ; 

Was pufft by mauling butchers fo, 
As if themfelves had blown her: 

At once fhe kickt, and pufht at Guy, 
But all that would not fright him ; 

Who wav’d his whinyard o’er fir-loyn, 


OO 
Wa 


As if he’d gone to knight him: 
He let her blood, her frenzy to cure, 
And eke he did her gall rip; ga 
His trenchant blade, like cook’s long fpit, 
Ran thro’ the monfter’s bald-rib : 
He rear’d up the vait crooked rib, 
Inftead of arch triumphal. 
But George hit th’ dragon fuch a pelt, 95 
As made him on his bum fall. 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


Tamerlain, with Tartarian bow, 
The Turkith fquadrons flew ; Ico 
And fetch’d the pagan crefcent down, ; 
Vith half-moon made of yew: F 
His trufty bow proud Turks did gall, 2 
With fhowers of arrows thick, 
And bow-ftrings, without throtling, fent 
Grand-Vifiers to old Nick: 
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pants, / and much Pagan pates 
He made to humble in duft, 


Ney ae ee 1) ee 
i i 


Saracens he nxt 


Q 


On ipears,: as on afign-pok : 1 


p’d in cage ani Bajazet 


P+ of KT 
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Mahomet’s religion, 


id fheath his blade fo trenchant. 


But George he fwing’d the dragon’s tail, 
Ag. 
4 


| cut off every inch on’t, 


} 


re 


a Pre | q av feet ies ee GA . . 
George he was for Eneland; St. Dennis was for France. 


oO 


Sing, Honi foit qui mal y pense. {12 


The amazon Thaleftris 


Was béetttttul, and bold ; 


1 e Te 1 ae 
She fear’d her breafts with iron hot, 
a] a | ° 
And bane’d her foes with cold: 
7 7T 1 3 - 
Ter hand was 4#ke the tool, wherewith £25 
f Sota laced crural eiia le atin dade 
jOVe Keeps proua mortais under 5; 
3s : PE Bet" 
it inone juft like his lightning, 
le lez he mne ye 
And batter’d like his thunder : 
FY amue Ativba Tebiicieskeeal Sata | 
rier cy € Gaarts lightning, that wouid blaft 
FE is BA aes Ph Pat yr 4 
ine proudett he, that fw age ger d, 130 
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And melt the rapier of his fod 


he Lia, 4 PPeUh Va cabbard. 
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Her beauty, and her drum to foes 
Did caufe amazement double ; 
As timorous larks amazed are 
With light, and with a low-bell: 
With beauty, and that lapland-charm,* 
Poor men fhe did bewitch-all ; 
Still a blind whining lover had, 
As Pallas had her {¢rich-owl. 
She kept the chaitnefs ofa nun 
In armour, asin cloyfter. 
But George undid the dragon jut 
As you’d undo an oifter. 
St. George he was for England; St. 


4 


Sing, Honi fort qui mal y penfe. 
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Great ME Tercules, the off: pring 


Py Geese Motes nae a = k 
Of Jove, and fair Alcmene: 

. oe ietberre nits J 
One part of him celeftial was, 


The other part terrene. 
To fcale the walls of’s cradle 
‘Two fiery fnakes combin’d, 

And, juft like unto fwadling cloaths, 


5 a ee eR se 9 
About the infant 
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Seated, Pi eerste 
ennis was for «rance. 
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He cleans’d a ftable, and rubb’d down 
The horfes of new-comers ; I 


ON 
@) 


And out of horfe-dung he rais’d fame, 
As 'Tom Wrench + does cucumbers, 

He made a river help him through ; 
Alpheus was under groom ; 

The ftream, grumbling at office mean, 1 
Run murmuring thro’ the room: 


ON 
wa 


his liquid oftler to prevent 

Being tired with that long work, 
Flis father Neptune’s trident took, 

Inftead of three-tooth’d dung-fork, I70 
This Hercules, as foldier, and 

As fpiniter, could take pains ; 
His club it fometimes would fpin flax, 


And fometimes knock out brains : 


H1’ was forc’d to fpin his mifs a fhift, 175 


By Juno’s wrath and hér-fpite ; 
Fair Omphale whipt him to his wheel, 
As cooks whip barking turn-fpit. 
From man, or churn he well knew how 
To get him lafting fame : 180 
He’d bafte a giant, till the blood 
And milk to butter came. 
Often he fought with huge battoon, 
And oftentimes he boxed ; 
Tapt a frefh monfter once a month, 185 


As Hervey * doth frefh hogfhead, 


+ Who kept Paradife gardens at Oxford. 
A noted Alehoufe-keeper at Oxford. 
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To fiff Anteus he gave a hug, 
Such as folks give in Cornwall, 
But George he did the dragon kill, 
As dead as any door- nail. 190 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 
Sing, Hout foit qui mal y penfe. 


The Gemini, fprung from an egg, 
Were put into a cradle: 


Their brains with knocks and bottled ale, 195 
Were often-times full addle: 
And, fcarcely hatch’d, thefe fons of him, 
That hurls the bolt trifulcate, 
With helmet-fhell on tender head, 
Did buftle with red-ey’d pole-cat. 200 
Caftor a horfeman, Pollux tho’ 
A boxer was, I wilt: 
The one was fam’d for iron heel ; 
Th’ other for leaden fift. 
Pollux to fhew he was a god, 205 
When he was in a paflion, 
With fift made nofes fall down flat, 
By way of adoration : 
This fift, as fure as French difeafe, 
Demolifh’d nofes’ ridges : 210 
He like a certain lord * was fam’d 


For breaking down of bridges. 


* Lord Lovelace broke down the bridges about Ox/ord, at the 


beginning of the Revolutioz. 
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With well-fpur’d boot took down; 
— a 2 Rg 8 | \ a 1, “ ‘a4 Lee 2 ‘ F 
As men, with leathern buckets, do 215 
Juenchn fire in country town. 


c 


. His famous horfe, that liv’d on oats 


fung on oaten quill ; 
Qo a 
By bards’ immortal provender 


The nag furviveth ftill. 220 


Much {weat they fpent in furious fight, 
J - 
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Their whites they vented thro’ the pore; 
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thro’ vapins wound: 


Then both were cleans’d from blood and duft 
To make a heavenly fign ; 230 
The lads, juft like their armour, were 


rag > ae 93 


Scowr’d and hane’d up to fhine; 


rand; St. Dennis was for F 
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Gorgon a twifted adder wore 
For knot upon her fhoulder : 
She kemb’d_ her hiffing periwig, 
And curling fnakes did powder. 
Thefe fnakes they made ftif changelings 
Of all the folks.they hiit.on ; 
They turned barbers into hones, 
And mafons into free-ftone: 
Sworded magnetic Amazon 
Her fhield to load-ftone changes ; 
Then amorous fword by magic belt 
Clung faft unto her haunches. 
This fhield long village did protect, 
And kept the army from-town, 
And chang’d the bullies into rocks, 
That came t’ invade Long-compton*. 
She poft-diluvian ftone ummans; 
And Pyrrha’s work unravels ; 
And ftares Deucalion’s hardy boys 
Into their primitive pebbles. 
Red nofes fhe to rubies turns, 
And noddles into bricks. 
But George made dragon laxative ; 
And gave him a bloody flix. 
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George he was forEngland; St. Dennis was for France. 


Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penje. 


& See the account of Rolricht Stones, in Dr. Piote’s Hip. of OQ 


frire. 
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By boar-fpear Meleager 


Acquir’d a lafting name, 


And out of haunch of bafted fwine, 


He hew’d eternal fame. 


This beaft each hero’s trouzers ript, 


A j 


And rudely fhew'd his bare-breech, 


Prickt but the wem, and out there came 


Heroic guts and garbadge. 


Legs were fecur’d by iron bolts 


No more, than peas by peafcods : 
Brafs helmets, with inclofed feulls, 


Vv 


Wou’d crackle in’s mouth like chefnuts. 


TY 


His tawny hairs erected were 


By rage, that was refiftlefs ; 


And wrath, inftead of cobler’s wax, 


Did ftiffen his rifing briftles. 


His tufks lay’d dogs to fleep, that whip 
Nor bugle-horn cou’d wake ?um: 

It made them vent both their laft blood, 
And their lait album-grecum. 


But the knight gor’d him with his fpear, 
gnt g Pp 


To make of him a tame one, 


And arrows thick, iniftead of cloves, 


He ftuck in monfter’s gammon, 


For monumental pillar, that 


His victory 
He rais’d up, 


, ss 
A coller of 


micht be known 
& b 
in cylindric form, 


Tapes 
1¢ brawn. 
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He fent his fhade to fhades below, 
In Stygian mud to wallow: 
And eke the ftout St. George eftfoon, ise 
He made the dragon follow. 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


Achilles of old Chiron learnt 
The great horfe for to ride; 300 
H’ was taught by th’ Centaur’s rational part, 
The hinnible to beftride. 
Bright filver feet, and fhining face 
Had this ftout hero’s mother ; 
As rapier’s filver’d at one end, 305 
And wounds us at the other. 
Her feet were bright, his feet were fwift, 
As hawk purfuing fparrow: 
Her’s had the metal, his the fpeed 
Of Barfoot’s * filver arrow. 310 
Thetis to double pedagogue 
Commits her deareft boy ; 
Who bred him from a flender twig 
To be the fcourge of Troy : 
But ere he lafht the Trojans, h’ was 
In Stygian waters fteept ; 
As birch is foaked firft in pifs, 
When boys are to be whipt. 


mee 
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* A famous letter-carrier at Oxford: vid. bis pifure there. 
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y both corn, and eggs, 
Like ants drom whence. they .fprung, 

dimielf tore Hector’s pantaloons, 
And fent him down bare-breech'd 
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But George he made.the fae look, 
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As if he had. been bewitch?d. 


:, George he was for England;.St, Denniswas for France. 
Sino. Honi /oit qui wal y penfe 
wine, LiCHE [Ott Gus Watah Vy PS 2) ie 
try thor Q Ymane x e 
tO TAS aN OMANS Was 
— Se eee : 
The Carthaginian: Hanni- 340 


7 ia fi 1 ; 
bai, him | mean, who gave to tnaem 
A devilifh thump at Canne ; 


Moors thick, as goats on Penmenmaure, 


on the Alpes’s front : 


- one-eyed guide ee like blinking mole, . 34 


SY 


Bor’d thro’ ie hindring mount; 


TT Lf ee Me 
Hannibal vad but one eye. 


st. George he was foriingland ; St. Dennis was 
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Who, baffled by the maffy rock, 
‘Took vinegar for relief ; 
Like plowmen, when they hew their way 
Thro’ ftubborn rump of beef. 
As dancing louts from humid toes 
Caft atoms of ilk favour 
To blinkine Hyatt +, when on vile crowd 
He merriment does endeavour, 
And on harmonious timber faws 
A wretched tune'to quiver’: 
Juft fo the Romans Adnt at fight 
Of Affrican carnivor, 
‘The tawny furface of his phiz 
Did ferve inftead of vizzard. 
But George he made the dragon have 
A 


grumbling in his gizzard: 
e 


Sing, Houi foit qui maly penfe. 

The valour of Paes 
It muft not be forgotten ; 

Who from the jaws of worm-blowing fies, 
Freed fuppliant veal and mutton. 

A ee ron of flies errant, | 

Avainit the foe appears ; 

With regiments of buzzing knights; © 

And {warms of volunteers : 


Vou: 4 
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for France. 


The 


+ A one-eyed fellow, who pretended to make fiddles as well as 
play on them: well-known in Oxford: 


IRESSEID SAE BOAT: Jc 
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‘The warlike wafp encourag’d ’em, 
With animating hum; 


And the loud brazen hornet next, 


ws 
“J 
wy 


He was their kettle-drum : 
‘The Spanifh don Cantharido 
Did him mott forely pefter, 
And rais’d on fkin of vent’rous knight 
Full many a plaguy blifter. 380 
A bee whipt thro’ his button hole, 
As thro’ key hole a witch, 
And ftabb’d him with her little tuck 
Drawn out of {cabbard breech : 
But the undaunted knight lifts up 385 
An arm {fo big and brawny, 
And flafht her fo, that here lay head, 
And there lay bag and honey: 
‘Then ’mongét the rout he flew as fwift, 
As weapon made by Cyclops, 39° 
And bravely quell’d feditious buz, 
By dint of mafly fly-flops. 
Surviving flies do curfes breathe, 
And maggots too at Cefar. 
But George he fhay’d the dragon’s beard, 395 
And Afkelon * was his razor. 
St. George he was for England ; St. Dennis was for France.. 
Sing, Honzi /oit qui mal y penfe. 


XIV. LUCY 


* The name of St. George's foord, 


\ 
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XIV. 
LUCA ND < Oona Bh 


was written by Thomas Tickel, Efq. the celebrated 
friend of Mr. Addifon and editor of his works, He was Jon 
of a Clergyman in the north of England, had his education at 
Queen’ s college Oxon, was under-fecretary to Mr. Addifon and 
Mr. Craggs, when fucceffively Jecretaries of flate ; and was 
laftly (in Fune, 1724) appointed fecretary to the Lords 
Fuftices in Ireland, which place he held till his death in 
1740. He acquired Mr. Addifon’s patronage by a poem in 
praife of the opera of Rofamond written while be was at the 
Oniverfity. 


F Leinfter, fam’d for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy. was the grace ; 


Nor e’er did Liffy’s limpid ftream : 
Refle& fo fair a face. H 
Till lucklefs love, and pining care 5 i 
Impair’d her rofy hue, | 
Her coral lip, and damafk cheek, e 


And eyes of gloffy blue. 


Oh! have you feen a lily pale, 

When beating rains defcend ? 10 
So droop’d the flow-confuming maid ; 

Her life now near its end. | 
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208 
By Lucy warn’d, of flattering {wains 


roken vows, 


Ye purjured faite f 3 aie 


42 


r ) 7 . ° 
Ihe raven, flap’d his wing. 


+ ry 1 y° 
The folemn boding found ; 


he virgins weepin 
VY 
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‘¢ [ hear a voice, you cannot hear, 
<¢ Which fays,; I’ mutt not ftay: 
«< T fee a hand, you’cannot fee, 
«c Which beckons me away. 
y a falfe heart, and broken vows, 
<¢ In early youth I die: 


<¢ Am I to blame} becaufe his bride 


«¢ Ah Colin! give not herthy vows 3 


<< Vows due to mealone: 


«< Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs, 


*.T 5 ie 
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hink him all thy own. 
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«¢ 'T'o-morrowin the church to wed, 
Impatient, both prepare ; 
«<< But know,’ fond maid, and know, falfe man, 
<¢ That Lucy will be there. 40 


«¢ Then bear my corfe ; ye comrades,” bear, 
The bridegroom ‘blithe to meet ; 
<¢ Hein his wedding-trim fo gay, 


‘ Tin my windino-fheet.” 


She fpoke, . fhe dy’d ;—her corfé was borne, 


-> 
al 


The bridegroom blithe to meet ; 
He in his wedding-trim fo gay, 
She in her winding-fheet. 
Then what were perjur’d Colin’s thou 
How were thofe nuptials kept? 5° 
The bride-men-flock’d round Lucy dead, 


And all the village wept, 


Confufion, fhame, remorfe, defpair 
Atonce his bofom fwe oll: : 
The damps of death bedew’d his brow, S 


wa 


He fhook, he groan’d, he fell. 


From the vain bride (ah bride no more!) ’ 
The varying crimfon fled, ; 

When, ftretch’d before her rival’s corfe, 

She faw her hufb 


4} eT! 
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Then to his Lucy’s new-made grave, 
Convey’d by trembling fwains, 
One mould with her, beneath one fod 


For ever now remains. 


Oft at their grave the conftant hind 65 
And plighted maid are feen ; 

With garlands gay, and true-love knots 
They deck the facred green. 


But, fwain forfworn, whoe’er thou art, 
This hallow’d fpot forbear ; 

Remember Colin’s dreadful fate, 70 
And fear to meet him there. 


XV. 
MARGARET’s GHOST 


——-is the elegant production of David Mallet, E/q. auho 
in the laft edition of his poems, 3 vols. 1759, ar ar us 
that the plan was fuggefied ey the four verfes quoted above 
in pag. Bis which he fuppofed to be be beginning of some 
ballad now Ig/. 

<< Thefe line eS, Says he, naked of ornament and fimple, as they 
‘¢ are, ruck my fancy ; and an ae into my mind an 
‘<< unhappy adventure much talked of formerly, gave birth 
ss rhe following poem, which was written many | years ago. 

The iwo introdu€tory lines (and one or two others Whee 
aubere) had or iginally more of the hailed Jorpucity, VLR. 

‘© When all was wrapt in dark midnight, 
8¢ And all were fa afleep, '5c. 
*T was 
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9 W.AS at the filent folemn hour, 
When night and morning meet 5 
In glided Margaret’s grimly ghoft, 
And ftood at Wilhiam’s feet. 


2 | 


Her face was like an April morn, 
Clad in a wintry cloud : 

And clay-cold was her lily hand, 
That held her fable fhrowd. 


So fhall the faireft face appear, 

When youth and years age flown : I 
Such is the robe that kings muft wear, 

When death has reft their crown. 


a) 


Her bloom was like the fpringing flower, 
That fips the filver dew ; 

The rofe was budded in her cheek, I 
Juft opening to the view. 


Wa 


But love had, like the canker worm, 
Confum’d her early prime: 

The rofe grew pale, and left her cheek ; 
She dy’d before her time. 


N 
¢) 


«© Awake! fhe cry’d, thy true love calls, 
<¢ Come from her midnight grave ; 

¢< Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
‘© Thy love refus’d to fave. 


X 4 “¢ This 
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1is is the dumb and dreary hour, 25 


When injur’d ghofts complain ; 


6¢ ij Uy TOU 


Now yawning graves give up their dead, 


17 


<* 'To haunt the faithlefs fwain. 


«« Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
hy pledge, and broken oath: 


«¢ And give me back my maiden vow, 


ww 
Oo 


€¢ 


And give me back my troth. 
g j 


Whey did waw neoamete law 
-* W ny qia VOu proimu1e love to me, 
«© And nat that r promife keep ? 


<¢ Why did you fwear mine eyes were | orig ht, 


QO 
st 


P. Y a | oie id 
ce Y et leave thofe eyes to weep? 


‘ How could you fay my face was fair, 
Ee ea Snot feos 


/ - . & L, 
And yet tnat face fori fake ? 


«© How could you win my virgin heart, 


‘ RY ab. Weciy na fio is & lee navemgsien|Lae. ob 
¢ Yet leave that heart to break : 40 
9.04 2S Pe ce ete * {i A 
e* VY Gid. you lay my lip Was weet, 
A E 1) I , ae 
<¢ And made the {carlet pate 
aS mi ie 
£ in th r did 4 youne witiei m id 
aS MY 4404 Ly J ‘his didn ) ed | 
Ral gyi dela ln eee 
‘¢ Believe the flattering tale ? 
Pa ia P| ee, a m1 q ~~ Ah aR ts 
“<’ That face, alas! no more 1s fair ; 45 


1 
s no songer 
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« The hungry worm my fifter 1s 
«© This winding-theet I wear: 50 
«< And cold and weary lafts our night, 


«¢ Tull that laft morn appear. 


s¢ But hark} the cock has warn’d me hence! 
<¢ A long and laft adieu } 

«© Come fee, falfe man, how low hhe lies, hs 
«© Who dy’d for love of you.” 


The lark fung loud; the morning fmil’d, 
With beams of rofy red: 
Pale William fhook in ev’ry limb 


And raving left his bed. 60 


He hyed him to the fatal place, 
Where Margaret’s body lay ; 
And ftretch’d him on the grafs-green turt; 


That wrapt her breathlefs clay : 


And thrice he call’d on Margaret’s name, 65 


{ 
Le 


And thrice he wept full fore: 
Then laid his cheek to her cold, grave, 


And word fpake never more, 


. : ‘ Lae ; ee Ne: 
Ver.-+7. Now birds did fing, ana morning smile, 
ala : Woh c 3 5 es e 
And thew her glittering head. 
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XVI. 


THE BOY AND THE MANTLE, 


fiS REVISED 


AND ALTERED BY A MODERN HAND. 


Since the former fheets of this volume were printed off, Mr. 
Warton has publifoed a new edition of bis ingenious obferva- 
tions on Spenfer, in which he has given his opinion that the 
ition of the Boy and the Mantle is taken Srom an old French 
prece intitld Le coURT MANTEL quoted by M. de St. P alaye 
in his curious &¢ Memoires fur P ancienne Chewalerie.” Paris, 
1759. 2 tom. 12mo0. who tells us the frory refembles that of 
Ariofie’s inchanted cup. ?Tis polfible our Englifh poet may 
have taken the hint of this fubje@ from that old French ro= 
mance, but he does not appear to have copied it in the man- 
mer of execution > 40 wi 
cimen given in the Memoires ) that of the ballad does not bear 


resemblance. After all tis moft likely that all the 


te 


Nee Memoires del? Acad. des Infcrip. tom. XX. p. 352. 


‘a N Carleile dwelt king Arthur, 
i A prince of pafling might ; 
And there maintain’d his table round, 


Befet with many a knight. 


And there he kept his Chriftmas 
With mirth and princely cheare, 
When, lo! a ftraunge and cunning boy 
Before him did appeare, 


, . a 
2 A kirtle, 
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A kirtle, and a mantle 

This boy had him upon, io 
With brooches, rings, and owches 

Full daintily bedone. 


He had a farke of filk 
About his middle meet ; 

And thus, with feemely courtefy, 5 
He did king Arthur greet. 


«¢ God fpeed thee, brave king Arthur, 
<< Thus feafting in thy bowre. 
«© And Guenever thy goodly queen, 
«s That fair and peerleffe flowre. 20 


«© Ye gallant lords, and lordings, 
<< | with you all take heed, 
<¢ Left, what ye deem a blooming rofe 


«¢ Should prove a cankred weed.’’ 


Then ftraitway from his bofome 25 
A little wand he drew ; 
And with it eke a mantle 


Of wondrous fhape, and hew. 


«¢ Now have thou here, king Arthur, 
«s Have thou here of mee, 30 
«« And give unto thy comely queen, 


«¢ All-fhapen as you fee. 
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She curft the whorefon weaver, 
That had the mantle wrought : 
And doubly curft the froward impe, 
Who thither had it brought. 60 


<¢ T had rather live in defarts 
Beneath the green-wood tree : 
<< Than here, bafe kins, amono thy groomes, 
Oo Oo ¢ oO 


‘ The fport of them and thee.”’ 


Sir Kay call’d forth his lady, 65 
& And bade her to come near: 


<‘ Yet dame, if thou be guil ity, 


<< T pray thee now ‘forbear.’ 


This lady, pertly gigling, 

Vith forward ftep came on, 70 
And boldly to the little boy 

With fearlefs face is gone. 


When fhe had tane the mantle, 
With purpofe for to wear : 

It fhrunk up to her fhoulder, ” 
And left her b**fide bare. 


Wi 


‘Then every merry knight, 
‘That was in Arthur’s court, 
Gib’d, and laught, and flouted 
To fee that pleafant fport. 80 
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Downe fhe threw the mantle, 
No longer bold or gay, 
But with a face all pale and wan, 


To her chamber flunk away. 


Then forth came an old knight. 


Sr 
55 
A pattering o’er his creed ; 
And proffer’d to the little boy 
Five nobles to his meed ; 
«¢ And all the time of Chriftmafs 
«< Plumb-porridge fhall be thine, 90 
‘thou wilt let my lady fair 
Vithin the mantle thine.” 
lady feemed, 
ure, and flow, 
oravely to thé mantle 98 
th mincing pace does goe, 
me had taken, 
and thin, 
all about ner, 
ya her #4 inty fkin. 1090 


did HER mincing, 
r Hrs long prayers beftead ; 
had no more hung on her, 
Than a taffel and a thread, 


Down fhe threwe the mantle, 
With terror and difmay, 

And, with a face of fcarlet, 
To her chamber hied away. 


Sir Cradock call’d his lady, 
And bade her to come neare: 

«¢ Come win this mantle, lady, 
«s And do me credit here. 


s¢ Come win this mantle, lady, 
<< For now it fhall be thine, 

‘¢ Tf thou haft never done amifs, 
«s Sith firft I made thee mine.” 


The lady gently blufhing, 
With modeft grace came on, 

And now to trye the wondrous charm 
Courageoully is gone. 


When fhe had tane the mantle, 
And put it on her backe, 
About the hem it feemed 
To wrinkle and to cracke. 


«« Lye ftill, fhee cryed, O mantle ! 
<* And fhame me not for nought, 

<6 [’ll freely own whate’er amifs, 

«© Or blamefull I have wrought. 
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And mucn tne Kn fs in Arthur’s court 


The boy he turn’d his eye: 
Where ftood'a ead ig garnifhed 
With bayes and rofemarye. 
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There’s never a cuckold’s knife, 
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Sir Cradock had a little knife 
Of fteel and iron made ; 

And in an inftant thro’ the fkull 855 
He thruft the fhining blade. 


He thruft the fhining blade 
Full eafily and faft : 
And every knight in Arthurs ccurt 
A morfel had to tafte. iée 


The boy brought-forth a horne, 
All golden was the rim : 

Said he, ** No cuckolde ever can 
«¢ Set mouth unto the brim. 


ss No cuckold can this little horne B65 
«¢ Lift fairly to his head : 
s¢ Butor on this, or that fide, 


«© He fhall the liquor fhed.” 
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Some fhed it on their fhoulder, 

Some fhed it on their thigh ; 179 
And hee that could not hit his mouth, 

Was fure to hit his eye. 


Ag Pate een 


Thus he, that was acuckold, 
Was known of every man ; e) 

But Cradock lifted eafily, 175 | 
And wan the golden can, — 
Vou. I. Y Thus | 
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Thus boar’s head, horn and mantle 
Were this fair couple’s meed : 
And all fuch conftant lovers, 
God fend them well to fpeed. 1%9 


Then down in rage came Guenever; 
And thus could ipightful fay, 
é¢ Sir Cradockt s wife moft wrongfully 


«© Hath borne the prize away. 


«© See yonder fhamelefs woman, y85 
That makes herfelfe fo clean ; 
‘s Yet from her pillow taken 
66 Thrice five gallants have been. 


“« Priefts, clarkes and wedded men 
«© Have her lewd pillow preft: Ide 


<< Yet fhe the wonderous prize forfooth 
«¢ Muft beare from all the reft.” 


Then befpake ttle boy, 
Who had the satel in hold : 
¢ Chaftize thy wife, king Arthur; 195 
Of fpeech fhe is too bold: 


«¢ OF fpeech fhe is too bold, 
Of carriage all too free; 

Sir king, fhe hath within thy hall 

«© A cuckold made of thee. 
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se All frolick light and wanton 
«« She hath her carriage borne: 


ss And given thee for a kingly crown 
«© To wear a cuckold’s horne.”’ 


%,* A Friend very converfant awith Britifh Antiquities, juft now 


Informs me that the flory of the BOY AND THE MANTLE is taker 


from what is related in fome of the old Welh MSS, of Tegan Ear- 
fron, one of King Arthur's mifireffes. She is faid to have poffeffed 
a mantle that would not fit any immodeft or incontinent Woman 5 


this (which, the old writers fay, was reckoned among the curio- 


fities of Britain) is frequently alluded to by the old Welfh Bards. 


CARLEILE, fo often mentioned in the Ballads of K. Arthur, is 


probably a corruption of CAER 
the river Ufke in Monmouthfhire, avhich vas one of the places f 


-LEON, an ancient Britifb city on 


K. Arthur's chief refidence. 
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THE END OF BOOK THE THIRD, 


A GLOS- 


A GLO S&S Askoy 


OF THE OBSOLETE AND SCOTTISH WORDS IN 


VOLUME 


THE THIRD, 


fle 
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ouch words, as the reader cannot find here, be is defired te 


look for in the Gloffaries to the other : 


A . 


Afore. before 


Aik. s. oak. Ajith. s. oath. 
A a 


1e Ss ( IP: 7 #7 
AANC. S. 0% 5 A, a. 
- 
fA nKe 27. 
? sehhod 2. ineee 
#rftoniec fontfbed: ftuan ea. 


Auld. s. old, 
Avowe. vow.’ 
Awa’. swawa 2)» 

Aye. ever; allo, ab! alas! 
Azont. s. beyond. 

Azont the 4 


gle.~ Beyond the 
‘The 


fires were formerl, 
th tie middie of the rooms. 


fyp 
Sl&e 


B. 


B an. CH rfe. 


Banderolles. ffreamers, little 
Ne LOS Te 


Q 
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Volumes. 


Bauld. s. bold. 

Bedeene, immediately. 

Bedone. «wrought, made up. 

Beere, s. bier. 

Ben. s. within, within doors. 

Bent. s. long’ graft; alfo, wild 
fields, where 

Bernes. barns. 

Beleeme. become. 

Bethradde. Cut into foreds. 

Bethrew me! a@ lefer form of 

wmprecation. 

Blee. complexion. 

Blent. blended. 

Blinkan, blinkand. s, fevink- 
ling, fparkling. 

Blinks. s, tavinkles, fparkles. 

Blinne. ceafe, give over. 

Blyth, blithe. Sprightly, joyous. 

Blyth. p. 73. joy, /prightlinefs. 

Booke(man. clerk, fecretary. 

Boon. favour, requeft, petition. 

Bore. born. 


ete FE 7 orrne 
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Bower, 


t But pag. 288. Ver. 8. probably alludes to “© An Ancient Order 
af Kxighthood, called the Order of the Band, inflituted by Don Al- 
phonfus, king of Spain, ..to wear a red ribband of three fingers 


breadth.” See Ames Typog. p. 327. 


A GL® 

Bower, bowre. any bowed or 
arched room; a parlour, 
chamber; -alfo a dwelling in 
general. 

Bowre-woman. s. chamber- 
maid. 

Brae. s. the fide of a bill, a de- 
clivity. 

Brakes, thickets of brambles. 

Brand. fword. 

Braft, durft. 

Braw.s. brave. 

Brayde. drewe out, unfheathed. 

Brenn. s. burz. 

Bridal. the nuptial feaft. 

Brigue. bridge. 

Britled. carved. 

Brooches. ornzaments of jewels. 

Brocht. s. brought. 

Bugle, bugle-horn. a buzting 
hori. 

Burn, bourne. brook. 

Butk. drefs, deck. 

But if. wale/s. 

Butt. s. out, out of doors. 


C. 


Cadgily. s. merrily, chearfully. 
Can. ‘gan, began. 
Caitiff. a flave. 
Canna. s. cannot. 
Canty. s. chearful, chatty. 
Carle. a churl, clown: 
Carlith. churli/h, difcourteous. 
Cau. s. call. 
~Cauid. s. cold. 
Certes. certainly. 
Chevaliers. f. knights. 
Chap. s. knock. 
Chriftentie. Chriftendome. 
Churl. clown. 
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Church-ale. a wake, a feaft 
tn commemoration of the de- 
dication of a church. 

Claiths. s. cloaths. 

Clead. s. clothed. 

Cled. s. clad, cloathed. 

Clerks. clergymen, literati, Se. 

Cliding. s. cloathing. 

Cold, could. p. 3. knew. 

Coleyne. Cologn-fieel. 

Con thanks. give thanks. 

Courtnals. p. 183. 

Cramafie. .s. crim/on. 

Cranion,. /kull. 

Crinkle. ruz in and out, run 
into flexures, wrinkle. 

Crook. twit, wrinkle, diftort. 

Crowt. to pucker up. 

Cum. s. come. 


D. 


Dank. moift, damp. 

Deas, deis. the high-table in a 
ball, 

Dealan, deland. s. dealing. 

Dee. s. die. 

Deerly. ~.27. precioufly, richly. 

Deid. s. dead. 

Deid-bell. s. pafiing bell. 

Dell. narrow valley. 

Delt. dealt. 

Defcrye, defcrive. defcribe. 

Demains. demefnes; eftate i 
lands or money. 

Ding. knock, beat. 

Din, dinne. noi/e, bufile. 

Dight. decked. 

Dina. s. doeft not. 

Diftrere. the horfe rode by 4 
knight in the turnament. 

Dofend. s. drow/y, cold, frozen. 

¥ 3 _ Doublet. 


A GLO 


inner 


Ty J fi 
Doublet. a man's gar- 
ment; waifcoat. 
Doubt. fear. 
Doubteous. 
ra} Ine. S.¢ ohh 
rapping. s. dropping. 
Dreiry. s. dreary. 
Dule. s. forrow. 


dwelland. s. dwel- 


a lot ui 


btful, 


hay 
aoe, 


y} Ba ts 
CUL ALE, HARE chéé/e. 


ae | 
eitber 


arn. S. %0 
ather. s. 


° 


as Mon Mea! 


ez een, eyne. Ss. eye; 
Een. e2 ee evening. 
Effund. pour forth. 
Cithon: “in a “for “t time. 


Eir. 8. €'ér, €vér. 


LYES» 


rf 


I 
Fnouch. s. exough. 
Eke. al/o. 


Evanifhed. s. vanifbed. 
Everiche. every, each 
Everychone. every one. 
Ew-bughts. s. the . 
the evds are kept. 

97. probably, a- 


which 
Ezar. s. 


Y~uy 
UTE. 


mo 7 fs 
Yee. reward, recompence; alo, 
lan, ’ Z 
— A 1 , 
£et. jeicvuea 
JS 


§ $ A, R-.¥. 


Find froft. find mifchance, ov 
difafler. 

Fit. 8. feet. 

Fillan’, filland. s. filling. 

Five teen. fifteen. 

Flindars. s. pieces, /plinters. 

Flayne. flayed 

Forewearied. much-wearied. 

Forthy. forthwith, 

Fou’, fow. s, full. 

I beh) Sorth. 

Frae. s. fro : from. 

Fyled, pee defiled, defiling. 


quit, £1VE Up, re hign. 
G. 


Gae. s. gave. 

Gae, aes. S. LO, LVES. 

Gaed, gade. s. went. 

Gaberlunzie. gaberlunyie, ¢. 
a wallet. 


Gaberlunzie-man. s. a wallet- 


man, 1. e. tinker, beggar, 
Fo? 
Woe 

Gan. began. 

Gane. s. gone. 


Gang. s. go. 

Gar. s. make. 

Gart, garred. s. made. 

Geid. s. gave. 

Geir. s. seer, goods, furniture 
Gibed. jeered. 


Gie. Se Live. 
Giff, if. 
Gin. s. #f. 


Gin, gyn. engine, contrivance. 
ins. begins. 

Gip. p. 147. 

Glee. merriment, joy. 

Glen. s. a zarrow valley. 

Glowr.'s. flare. 


Q 


Gloze. canting, diffimulation, 
fair outfide. 

Good-eens. s. good evens. 

Gowd. s. gold. 

Greet. s. weep. 

Groomes. attendants, fervants. 

Gude, guid. s. good. 

Guerdon. reward. 

Gule. red. 


H, 


Ha’. s. ball. 

Hame. some. 

Hauls-bane. the top of the ftock- 
ing. 

Hee’s..s. he fhall: alfo, he has, 

Heathennefs. the heathen part 
of the world. 

Hem. em, them. 

Hett, hight. bid, command. 

Hewkes. heralds coats. 

Hind. s. behind. 

Hings. s. bangs. 

Hip. the berry, which contains 
the flones or feeds of the dog- 


rofe. 
Hir, hir lain. s. her, bexfelf 
alone. 


Hole. whole. 
Hooly. s. flowly, 
Hofe. flockings. 
Hugele. bug, clafp. 


}; 


Ilfardly.s. il-favouredly, uglly, 
Iika..s. each, every one. 
Impe. a Jittle demon. 

Ingle. s. fire. 

Jow. s. jowl. 

Jreful. angry, furjous. 

Ife. s. I fhall. 


A GLOSSARY. 


K. 


Kame. s. comb. 
Kameing. s. combing. 
Kantle. piece. p. 27+ 
Kauk. s. chalk. 
Keel. s. raddle. 
Kempt. combing. 
Ken. s. know. 
Kilted, s. tucked up, 
Kirk. s. church. 
Kirn. s. chura. 
Kirtle. @ petticoat, upper gar- 
pent, womans gow. 
Kitts. s. chefts. 
Kith. acquainiance, 
Knellan, knelland. s. kuelling, 
ringing the knell. 
L. 
Lacke. want 
Laith. s. loth, 
Lane. s. lone. her lane. by hers 
felf 
Lang. s. long. 
Lap. s. leaped. 
Largez. f. give. 
Leal. s. honeft. £. loyal. 
Lee. field, plain. 
Lee... s. #2. 
Leech. phy/fcian. 
Leefe. -s2 lofe. 
Leid. s. led. 
Lemman. /over. 
Leugh. s. laughed. 
Lewd. ignorant, [candalous, 
Lichtly.s. lightly, ea/fily, nimbly. 
Lig..4.-/1é. 
Limitours. friars licenfed to beg 
_ within certain limits. 
Limitacioune. a certain pre- 
cin allowed to a limitour. 


Y A. Lithers 


423 A 


Lither, waughty, wicked. 

Lo’e, loed. s. lowe, loved. 

Lothly. loathfome. 

Loud’s I heire. perhaps, loud as 
[ hear. P: 97: 

Lourd, lour. s. lever. rather, 

Lues. luve. s. lowes, love. 

Lyan, lyand. s. hing. 


Mair. more. 

Mait 

Mark. a@ coin in value x 1s.4d 

Mauere. 727 Spite of. 

Mavis. s. a thrufe. 

Maun. s, muf. 

Mawt. s. malt. 

Meed. reward. 

Micht. mi 

Mickle. much, great. 

Midge. a /mail infeed, a kind 
of Lat. 

Minftral, s. minftrel. su/ician 

Minttrelfte. sufick 

Minny. s. mother. 

Mirkie. dark, black. 

Mithap. misfortune. 

Mither. s. mother. 


$. might. 


Cc 


e 


ne Ley 
M112 f te 


° 


° 


a 
iviores. 7200r5, 11 


arth grounds, 

Morrownynges. mornings. 

; fam fs: re 4 40 di 

Mofles. /ampy grounds co- 
BA eit oni 

a With 71 Of. 


AY 
aN ° 


Na, nae. s. x0. 


Washing thy 
SSAILOINE $. 720 Lig» 


GLO 


SSAR Y. 


Nane. s. mone. 

Newfangle. newfangled. fond 
of novelty. 

Nicht. s. night. 

Noble. a coin in value 65. 8d. 

North-gales. North Wales. 

Nurtured. educated, bred up. 


O. 


Obraid. s. uphraid. 

Ony. s. any. 

Out-brayde. drew out, ur- 
Soeathed. 

Owre. s. over: 

Owre-word. s. the lafi word. 

Owches. bofes, or buttons of 
gold. 


P. 


Pall. a cloak. or mantle of fate. 

Palmer. @ pilgrim, who havin 
been at the holy land carried 
a palm Pb his hand. 

Paramour. gallant, lover, mif- 
trefs. 

Partake. p. 197. participate, 
align to. 

Pattering. murmuring, mum- 
bling. 

Pauky. s. fly, cunning. 

Paynim. Pagan. 

Pearlins. s. p. 74. a coarfe fort 
of bone lace. 

Peer: peerlefs, equal: without 
equal, 

Peering. peeping, looking nar- 
rowly, 

Perill. danger. 

Philomene. Philomel, the night- 
ingale. 

Plaine. complain. 


Plein, 


Plein. complain. 

Porcupig. porcupine. £. porc- 
epic. 

Poterver. p. 3. perhaps Pocket. 

Piece. s. p. 130. @ little. 

Preas. prefs. 

Pricked. /purred forward, tra- 
velled a good round pace. 

Priving. s. proving, tafting. 

Prowels. bravery, valour, mi- 
litary gallantry. 

Puiflant. flrong, powerful. 

Purfel. az ornament of embroi- 
dery. 

Purfelled. embroidered. 


Q 


Quail. /hrink, flinch, yield. 
way. s. heifer, young cow. 
Quean. forry, bafe woman, 
ell. fubdue. 
Quelch. a@ blow or bang. 
Quha. s. who. 
uhair. s. where. 
Quhan, whan. s, when. 
Quhaneer. s. wheneer. 
Quhen. s. when. 
Quick. alive, living. 


Quitt. requite. 


Quo. quoth. 
R. 


Rade. s. rode. 
Raife, S. 
Reade, rede. s 
; Reeve. bailtf. 
Renneth, rennings. 
o> 


oft. 


‘ fe e F 7] . 
. advife. 


lie hs 1g 


Réft. ber 
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runncth, 
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Regiftrer. the officer, who keeps 
the public regifler. Tis Re- 
gifter iz Corbet’s poems 16725 
3U0. 

Riddle, p. 82, 83. feems to be 
a corruption of Reade, 2. @. 
advife. 

Rin. s. run. Rin errand, a con- 
tracted way of {peaking for 
““ run on an errand.” 

Rood. crofs, cr ucifix. 

Route. f.104. go about, travel, 

Rudd. red, rud: dy. 

Rud-red. deep red, ruddy. 

Ruth. pity. 

Ruthfull. rveful, woeful, 


S. 


Sa, fae. s. fo. 

Saft. s. foft. 

Saim. s. fame. 

Sair. s. fore. 

Sall. s. /hall. 

Sarke. s. flirt. 
Saut. s. /falt. 

Say, eflay. attempt. 
Scant. /carce. 
Seely. filly. 
Seething. boiling. 
Sed. faid. 

Sel, 


fell: s.” felf: 


Sen. s, fizce. | 
Senefchall. ma/fter of the cer a 
monies. 
ey. s. fay, akind of woollen 


el 


S} 1ee Se ve fhe foal. 4 
Sheene. /bining. | 
Shield-bone, p. 109. the blade- R 
. bone. ; 


Shent. 


henens. /bech-bens, 
Shoone. ai 


e ad oa into finall pieces. 
even, fhriven. confefied ber 


‘b-like. 
S. AgZhing 


ted; or perhaps, 
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hice s. flolem, 
Stowre. Sirong, robuft, ferce. 
Stower, ftowre. fir, diflur- 
bauce, fight. 
Stude, fimid: s, flood. 
Summere. a fumpter horfé. 
Surceafe. cease. 
Sune. s. foon. 
Sweere, fwire. neck. 
Syne. s. then, afierwards 


tc 


Teene. forrow, grief. 
Thewes. manners. In p- 42. 
Signifies limbs, 


Than. s. thez. 
Thair. s. there. 
Thir. s. this, the 

a . e tllbSy b} e 
Tho. thez. 
Thrall. captive. 

mT, 1 1 a: we 
Thrall. ei Vik ye 
Thralldome. ditto. 
Thrang. clofe 
Thrilled. tewvirled, turned rounds 
Thropes. willage 


Thocht. 


thou ght. 


- ed, tur ned POUR ( 
< : ’ 
Tone, tone. the one. 
“1 oO} a big p= 


Aniyr m 
f J 3° 7 . 7 . y 
Tres-hardie. f. thrice-har ‘dy. 


rr 1 


f. cutting. 
aw fort h to G a 


$. ave 


, truft; alfo, we- 


A GINO 


Lain e ° : 

uth. an interjefion of con- 
tempt, or impatience. 

Twa. s. two. Twayne. tao. 


U. 


Unétuous. fat, clammy, oily. 
Undermeles. afterzaons. 
Unkempt. uncombed. 


Ure. ufe. 
at.Ws 
Wadded. p- 4+ perbaps from 


woad, t. ¢. of a blue colour. 
Wae, waefo’. s. woe, woeful. 
Wad. s. walde. would. 
Walker. a fuller of cloth. 
Waltered, weltered. rolled a- 
long. Alfo, wallowed. 
Waly. an interjection of grief. 
Warde, s. advife, forewarn. 
Wallel. drinking, good cheer. 
Wax. to grow, become. 
Wat. s. wet. Alfo, knew 
Wate. s. blamed. 
Wayward. perverfe. 
Weale. welfare. 
Wear-in. s. worry in, drive in. 
_ Wearifou’. s. wearifome, tire- 
fome, difturbing. 
Wee. s. little. 
Weede. clothing, drefs. 
Weel. well. Alfa, we'll. 
Weird. wizzard, witch. Pro- 
perly, fate, deftiny. 
Welkin. the’ fky. 
Well away. exclam. of pity. 
Wende, weened. thought. 
Wend. fo go. 
Werryed. worryed. 
Wha. s. wha. 
Whair. s. where. 
Whan. s. when. 
Vou. I. 


SaeEY Si aaa sae 
a a haa 
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Whang. s. p. 36. a large flice. 
Whilk. s. which. 

Whit. jot. 

Whittles. knives. 

Whorles. [See Spindles. ] 
Wr’. s. with, 

Wight. human creature, mate 

or woman. 

Wild-worm, ferpent. 

Wis, kxow. 

Wit, weet. know. underfland, 
Woe. avoeful, forrawful. 
Wode, wod. wood. Aljo, mad. 
Woe-man. a forrowful man. 
Woe-worth. woe be to [you.} 
Wood, wode. mad, furious. 
Wot. know, think. 
Wow. s, exclam. of wonder. 
Wracke. ruin, deftruction. 
Wynne, win. joy. 
W yt, wit, weet. Azow. 

Wyte. blame. 


Xe 


Yate. gate, 

Yefe. s. ye fhall. 
Yode. went. 

Y-built. baile. 

¥s. 25. Yf. if. Yn. mw. 
Y-wrought. wrought. 
Y-wys. truely, verily. 


Z. 


Ze. S. ye. ZEC TE, $. YE Ares 

Zees. §. ye foall. 

Zellow. s. yellow. 

Let. s. yet. 

Zong. S. youg. 

Zou. S. you. ZOU. So YOUN. 

Zour-lane. your-lane. s. are, 
by yourself. 

Zouth. s. youth, 
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go 
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ADDITIONS AND CORRECTIONS. 


VOL. I. 


Alate. late. 

Bauzen’s f{kinne. /beep’s leather 
dreffed, and coloured red. f. 
bazane. — Or, perhaps, bad- 
vers fein, for Baufon is a 
badger in Old Englifh. 

Bearing arrow. — Or, perhaps, 
bering or birring, 7. e@ @ 
whirring, or, whizzing ar- 
row : from Il. Bir, Veatus, or, 
A. S. Bene. fremitus. 

Bode. p. 110. abode, flayed. 

Dell. part. every dell. every 
part. 

Depured. purified, run clear. 

Downae. s. am not able. Pro- 
perly, cannot take the trouble. 

Drovyers, drovers. /uch as 
drive herds of cattle; and 
probably, deery Se. 

Dryvars. idem. 

Flyte. to contend with words, 
feald. 

Forbode. commandment. p.159. 
Over God’s forbode. [ preter 
dei precepium fit.| q. d. God 
forbid. 

Gamon. p. 41. to make game, 
to fport. A. S. Gamenian. 
jocart. 

Warried, &e. rgbded, pillaged. 

Harlocke. p. 284... perhaps, 
Charlocke. or, wild rape, 
which bears a yellow flower, 
and grows among corn, Ge, 

Bloltes. woods, groves, 


Hoved. heaved. or, perhaps, ho- 
vered, hung moving. Gi. Ch. 
Knight's fee. fuch a portion of 
land, as required a man to 
Serve with horfe and arms. 
MO <dee.y EBs 

Attowre.s. Alfo,overandabove. 

Gret. p. 9. perhaps, corrupt for 
gred. idem. 

Mure. s.\a wild heath, flat, 
&e, 

Speere. p. 316. perhaps, the hole 
in thé door o7 window, by 
which it was {peered, i. eo 
Sparred, faftened. 
erry. diminutive. of Thierry, 
L. Theodoricus, Didericus. 

Tibbe. in Scotland is the dimi- 
autive of label. 

Yearded, earded. i. ¢. earthed, 
buried. 

VOX. IIL 

Churl. oxe of Jow birth, a villan. 

Deas. —from f. dais. canopy. 

Dofend. s. dofing, drowfy, dull. 

Fee. — fignifies Land, when it 
is connefted with the tenure 
by whichit is held, as Knight's 
See, Ge. 

Haule-bane.—i. ¢. hofe-band. 

llka. — alfo, that fame. 

Kantle. piece, corner. 

Shepens, fhipens, cow-howfes. 
A. S. peypea. 
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IN VOLUME ], 
Page 14. 


FOST of the names in this and thé following ballad are 
found to have belonged to families of diftinBion in.thé 
North, as may be made appear from authentic records. Thus 
Ver. 112. Agerftone.| Thomas Haggerfton zs among the 
commiffioners returned for Northumberland in 12 Hen. 6 
14.33. (Fuller's Worthies. p. 310.) 

Ver. 113. Hartly.] Andreas de Harcla was heriff of 
Cumberland for 4 years: viz. from the 2d. to the 6ih 
year of Edw. H. (Fuller. p. 224.) 

_ Fer, 114, Hearone.] johannes Hearon, miles, zs among 
thofe who figned a treaty with the Scots in 1449. Hen. 6. 
(See Nicholfon’s Laws of the Borders. px 34.) Henry 
Hearon of Alnwycke 15 one of the commiffidhers for the in- 
clofures in the Middle Marches in 1552. (Ibid. p. 330. and fee 
others of the fame furname in that commiffion. p. 231. ce 
333. 335.)———— Two Herons are among the commiffioner: 

in Fuller. p, 310.————- Johan Heronn was foeriff of 
Northumberland in 35 of Edw. 3. (Fuller. p. 31.) Aio im 
7° of Richard 2. (p. 312.) and others afterwards. 

Ver. 15. Lovele.} Joh. de. Lavale; miles, was (rerif of 
Northumberland 3.4.Hen. 7. — jon. de Lavele, mil. in she 
1 Edw. 6. and afterwards. (Fuller 313.) In Nichollon this 
name is Jpelt Da Lovel, p. 304 

Ver. 117. Ragbe.| Tho. Rokeby, mil. was feriff of 
Vorkfbire in 12 of Hen. 4. (Fuller. p. 259.) 

Ver. 119. Wetharrington.) Rog. de Widrington was 
feeriff of Northumberland in 36 of Edw. 3. (Fuller, p. 311.) 
——— Joh. de Widrington im 11 of Hen. IV. and many 
others of the fame name afterwards, Sir John We. 

. ZL 2 _ therington 


° 
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thermigton is one of the commiffioners for inclo/ure in 1552. 
(See Nicholfon. p. 331.) —Of this family was the late Lord 
Witherington. 

Ver. 129. Maxwell.] Herbertus Dom9 Maxwell, zs one 
of the Scots, who Signed the treaty in 1449. Robertus 
Dominus Maxwell zs one of ths Scottifh confervators of the 


treaty in 1464. Edw. IV. (See Nicholfon. p. 60. alf, 
p- 79-98) 


Ver. 188. Agurftonne.] Richardus Hagerftoun, miles, zs 
one of the Scottifh knights, who figned a treaty with the 
Englifb in 1249. Hen. 3. (Nicholfon. p. 2. note.) 

Ver. 199. Fitz-t sughe.] Thomas Dominus Fitz-hue is 
one of the confervators of the treaty with the Scots in 1449. 
(Nicholfon. p. 33: ) As Henricus Dominus Fitz- Teughe és 
of the treaty in 1464. (Id. p . 60.) 

Ver. 201. Harbotle. | Rob. Herbotell, mil. was fherif of 
Northumberland in 18 of Henry 6. and Bertr. Herbotell zz 
the 26 of the fame reign. Rad. Herbotle, mil. was /ub-vic. 
in 2 of Rich. 3. (See Fuller. p HS ST2 3 WS) 


Page 243. 


The names here feem corrupted, Ogerton from Haggerfton, 
Baron from Hearon, and Rabby from Rugby: yer with 
regard to 
Yer. 191. Ratcliffe. ] Edw. Radcliffe, mil. was /heriff of 
Northumberland in 17 of Hen. 7. and others of the fame fur- 
name afterwards. (See Fuller. p. 313.) Sir George Ratcliff, 
Knt. was one of er commiffioners of inclofure in 1552. (See 
Nicholfon. p. 330. ry Of this family was the late Earl of 
taka who was "bebo tai’ in 1715. 


Page 36. 


Introd.) The eldeft ladies of Queen Elizabeth's court are 
defcribed as SKILFULIN SURGERIE 7” Harrifon’s Defcription 
of 
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See Ware 


of England prefixed to Holingfbed’s Chronicle. 
ton’s Obfery. Vol. 2. p. 130. 


Page at 


This epitaph has all the marks of a modern forgery, the 
language bearing no refemblance to any ancient writings in the 
Northern diale&. 

With regard to the heroe of this ballad he eas the fa- 
vourite Jubjet of popular Jongs, fo early as the reign of 
Edward III. In the Vifions of Pierce Plowman, fol. 20. 
Ed. 1550. a monk fays 


J can rimeg of Roben hod, and Gandail of Chefter, 
Gut of our lorde and our {adp, J ferne nothpng at atl, 


Page 203. 
Tis probable, after all, that the frory of Titus Andronicus 


avas not the original invention of this ballad-maker; he 
Seems to give only foort heads of a narrative, related more 
circumfantially by fome other writer. 


TOL UME Tt fH hes & CO Mab. 


Page 45. 


INCE this page was printed off, reafons have occurred, 
which incline me to believe that Lord Vaux the poet, was 
not the Lord NicHoLtas Vaux, who died in 1523, but 
vather a fucceffor of his in the title. For in the firft 
place it is remarkable that all the old writers mention Lord 
Vaux the poet, as contemporary or rather pofterior to Sir 
Tuomas Wyat, and the E. of Surrey, neither of which 
made any figure till long after the death of the frft Lord 
Nicholas Vaux. Thus Puttenbam in his ** Art of Englifh 
Poefie, 1589.” th p. 48- having named SKELTON, adds, 
243 “* In 


Zp thie eis aati Sab al 2 Seg ape aaNNOe 


A DiDiI T TON $5) &e, 


“* In the latter end of the fame hings raigne {Henry VIIL,4 
“¢ prong up anew Bane Mey Chery ly Makers , [poets] of whom 
<8 Sir Tuomas Wyat fh elder, and Henry Earl of SuRREY 
were the two chieftaines, who having travailed into 
Italie, and there tafi Ped the frweet and frately measures 
and ftile of the Italian pocfte . + greatly poli bed our 
** rude and homely manner of vulgar poecfie .. .. In 


“‘ >be SAME TIME, of NOT LONG AFTER was the Lord 
*““NicuoLas Vaux, a man of much facilitie in vulgar 
“* makings ts —Webbe in his a lak oi le of Englifh Poetrie, 
1586. ra ngesthem in roe. following order, “The BE. of Surrey, the 
Lord Vaux, Norton, B ve woe” And Gajcoigne inthe place 


quoted in the iff vel. of this soork! p- 161. mentions Lord 
Ary LUX after Surr ty — Again, the frile and: measure of 
Lord Vaux’s pieces feem too refines and polifhed for the age 
of Henry F LI. and rather resemble the /moothne/s and harmony 
of Surrey and Wyat, than the rude metre of Skelton and 
Hawes: — But what puts the matter out of all doubt, in the 
Britifh Museum is a Copy of his poem, \ lothe that. I did 
love, [< vol. 1. p. 161.] with this title, “© A dyttye or fonet, 
“* made by the Lord Vaus, in the time of the noble Queene 
" Marye, + representing the image of Death.” Harl. MSS, 
No. 1703. §. 25 |[. 
It is evident thenthat Lord Vaux the poet wasnot he.that 
fourifbed in the reign of Henry vif. but either his fon, or 
grandjon: and yet according to Dugdale’s Baronage, the former 
avas named THOMAS, and the latter W1LLIAM: but this 
difficulty 7s not great, for none of the old writers mention. the 
chriftian name of the poetical Vaux™, except Puttenham in 
this one paffage quoted above, and it is more likely that 


be 


s 


+t i.e. Compofitions in. Englifn.. || This MS contains fome vae 
vzations from the printed copies. €. g. wer, 6. are fledde. VU. IIe 
Youthe awaye hee. v. 35. wearye, warke. v. 38. doth. v. 39. 
fhall bee cleane. v. go. had ne'er. v. 48. That youthfull. v. 56. 
ye turne. 

* In the Paradije of Dainty Devifes, 1596, be is called fmply 


pa Fe ey ee 
¢* Lord faux the etder. 
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he might be miftaken in that Lord’s name, than in the time in 
avhich he lived, who was fo nearly bis contemporary. 

Tomas Lord Vaux of Harrowden in Northamptonfhire 
avas fummoned to parliament in 1531. When he died, does 
not appear ; but he probably lived till the latter end of Queen 
Mary’s rergn, fince bis fon 

WILLiaM was not fummoned to parl. till the laf year of 
that reign, in 558. This Lord died in 1595. See Dug- 
dale, V. 2. pe 304. Upon the whole I am inclined to 
believe that the former of thefe two was the Port. 


Page 66. 


A little farther infight into the hiftory of this Scottifb bara 
is gained from the title prefixed to fome of his fmall poems, pre- 
ferved in the Britifo Mufeum; viz. ‘ The morall Fabillis of 
“« Efop compylit be Maifter Rosert HEnrIsoun, scon- 
‘© MAISTER of Dumfermling, Shy i Harleian MSS. 3863. 


FOvs 


Page 33. 


Note.].... Or perbaps the King ufed the French word 
Acoller, fignifying to give the Acolade, or blow that was 
to dub him a knight. This the Tanner sgnorantly mifiakes for 
A collar. 

Page 85. 


Even in the time of Langland pilgrimages to Walfingham 
avere not unfavourable to the rites of Venus. Thus in tus 


Vifcons of Pierce Plowman, fo. \. 


Vermets on a heape, with hoked (tates, 
Wenten to Walfingham, and her | wenches after, 


uP Ze €e theit's 
Page 88. 


Since the poem of HarpDyYCKNUTE was printed off, fill 


farther information has beew received concerning the origina 


Z 4. Maher 


ADDITIONS, &e. 


manner of its publication, and the additions made in it 
afterwards. 

‘The late Dr. Fobn Clerk, a celebrated phyfician in 
Edinburgh, one of Lord Prefident Forbes’s intimate companions, 
has left in his own hand writing, an ample account of all the 
additions and variations made in this celebrated poem, as alfo 
tivo additional flanzas never yet printed,” 

The title of the firft edition, was, ** HarpyKnutTz, 
A FRAGMENT. EpINGBURGH. 1719.” folio. 12 pages. 
Stanzas not in the jirft edition, but added afterwards in 
be EVERGREEN, 1724, 120. are the tawo, beginning at 
wer. 129. ** Aryfe young knicht &c. to ver. 144.—Infead 
of ver. 143, 144, as they ftand at prefent, Dr. Clerk’s 
MS. has 

With argument, but vainly ftrave 
Lang courteoufly in vain. 
Again, from ver. 153. Now with his ferfs, &c. zo 176. not 
in the firf? edit.——In Dr. Clerk’s MS. ver. M70, 056, 
runs th us, 
In hafte his ftrides he bent 
While miaftrells playand pibrocks fine 
Afore him ftately went. 
Laftl, from ver. 257. Quhair lyke a fyre, Fc. to the end of 
the poem, were not in the 1/2 copy. Variation of line the laft 
{v. 336.) 7s 
haba: 2 ‘© He feared a’ could be feared.” 
ine two additional flanzas come in between ver. 388, and 
a. 389. and are thefe, 
Now darts flew wavering through flaw fpeed, 
Scarce could they reach their aim; 
sh’d, fcarce blood the round point drew, 
Teas all be 


but fhot in vain: 
Right ftrengthy arms forfeebled grew, 
j ck’d wi’? that day’s toils ; 
Een fierce-born minds now lang’d for peace, 


ier: 3 rare crea : 
And curs’d war’s cruel broils, 


2 
ra 
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Yet fill wars horns founded to charge, 
Swords clafh’d and harnefs rang ; 
Bat faftly fae ilk blafler blew 
The hills and dales fraemang. 
Nae echo heard in double dints, 
Nor the lang-winding horn, 
Nae mair fhe blew out brade as fhe 
Did eir that fummers morn. 
This obliging information the Reader owes to David Clerk, 
M. D. at Edinburgh, Jon of Drs Fobn Clerk. 

It is perhaps needle/s to obferve, that thefe two flanzas, as 
well as moft of the variations above, are of inferior merit to 
the reft of the poem, and are probably firft feetches that were 
afterwards rejected. 


Page 104. 


The author of the ancient play intitled @yerp man, in- 
culcates great reverence for old mother church and her fu- 
per flitions. Take a fpecimen from his high encomiums on 
the priefihood, 

<< There is no emperour, kyng, duke, ne baron 

“* That of God hath commifsyon, 

“© 4; hath the lef preeft in the world beynge. 

| Oe 

© God hath to them more power gyven, 
“<< Than to any aungell, that is in heven: 
“ With v. words he may confecrate 
“* Goddes body in flesfhe and blode to take, 
<< And handeleth his maker bytavene his handes : 
<< The preeft byndeth and unbindeth ail bandes, 
“* Rothe in erthe and in heven. 
<< Thou minifters all the facarmentes even. a 
“« Though awe kyft thy fete thou were worthy $ ht 
‘ Thou art the furgyan that cureth fynne dedly 5 a 
<¢ No remedy may we fynde under God, | 
6° But alone on preefihode. 


‘6 Fvery- 


ADDIFIONS; &. 


“© Every-man, God gave preeft that dignite, 
*€ And letteth them in his ftede amonge us be, 
“¢ Thus be they above aungels in degre.” 


* = * * Sgt. €. - be 
Page 130. 


Ver. 3. Cain’s kind.| So in Pierce the Plowwman’s eveed: 
the proud friars are Jaid to be 
——‘' Of Capmeg hind.”” 
fegn. C. ij, 6, ——fee an, account of this poem. vol. 2. p- 262. 


GascoiGne died in 1577, if he is the perfon meant in an 
old trad, intitled, ** A remembrance of the wwell-employed Life 
** and godly End of Geo. Gascoicne, EJq; who deceafed at 
“* Stamford in Lincolnfhire, OB. 7. 1577. by Geo. Whet- 
“* fone Gent. an eye-witne/s of his godly and charitable end in 
this world,” 4to. no dates—Froma MS. of Oldys. 


é- 


Ver 62. In cradel of her kind: 7. ¢. in the cradle of her 


family, See Warton’s obfervations, vol. 2. p. 137. 
Page 208: 


Ver. 68. Inftead of Godfather, 7# /bould be Grandfather, 
meaning the old Earl of Lenox, regent of Scotland, ana father 
of Lord Darnley, who was murdered at Stirling. Sep 
1571. 


. 2 
~ 
Page 210. 


When this account vas drawn up, the Editor had forgot 
what Mr. Walpole hath urged in his Catalogue of royal and 


J 7 7 2 o ms ie ie a 
1cble authors. vol DD. A2. in Broo 2es5°s beine tealous 
noble authors, vol. 1. p. 42. in proof of Fames s being fea us 
of Murray with his queen. To avhich I beg leave to refer 
p 
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Page 217. 
The fubje# of this ballad may polfibly receive illuftration 


from what Cauarman Jays in the dedicat. to his verfion 
of Homer's Frogs and Mice, concerning the brave and me- 
morable Retreat of Sir Fohn Norris, with only 1000, thro’ 
the whole Spanifb army, under the duke of Parma, for three 
miles together. 


Page 249. 


After the note add. “Vide Rym. Fed. tom xii. 


pr 204.” 
Page 251. 


“ Men ufe if they have an evill turne, to write it in mar- 
ble: and whofo doth us a good tourne, we write it in duft.” 

Thefe words of Sir Thomas More probably fuggefted to 
Shake/peare that proverbial refiection, in Hen. vi. AG. 4. 
Seo ti. 

‘© Men’s evill manners live in brafs : their virtues 

“ We write in water.” 
Shake/p. in his play of Rich. IIT. follows More’s Hift. of that 
reign, and therefore could not but fee this pafjage. 


Page: 262. 


Addition to note (*). See Vol. III. page 25. where 


Paffus /eems to fignify Paufe. 


Page 301. 


The reader will remember at ver. 21. that it is the cuftom 
in many parts of England, to carry a fine garland before the 
ny (hai al glade di bade hak 
corps of a woman, who dies unmarried: and that ver. 33- 
Sc. alludes 10 the painted effigies of alabafter, anciently 

erected upon tombs and monuments. 


Page 
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Page 324. 


Ver. 22. Joun DE Wervr was a German general of 
great reputation, and the terror of the French in the reign of 
Louis XIII. Hence his name became proverbial in France, 


where be was called. De Vert. See Bayle’s aig, 


Jaye 47 
ii age 3 27° 
Whitlocke fays, ** May 3. 1643. Cheapfide crofs and other 
“croffes were voted down,” 5c. ————-W hen this vote‘avas 
putin executicn does not appear, probably not till many months 
after Tomkins and Chaloner had Juffered. See ver. 18. 


A different reading has been received of ver. 46. 5c. viz. 

Nere’s a glyfter-pipe well try’d, 

Which was made of a butcher’s ftump, 
And has been fafely apply’d, 
To cure the colds of the rump. 
Alluding probably to major general Harrifon a butcher’s fon, 
wube affifted Cromwell in turning out the long parliament, 
Ap. 20. 1053. | 
Page 343. 

In Walton's ‘* Compleat Angler” chap. 3.is a fong in 
prazfe of angling, which the author Jays was made at bis 
requeft <* by Mr. Witi1am Bassg, one that has made the 
** choice Jongs of the HUNTER IN HIS CARRERE, and of 
“Tom or BEepLaM, and many others of note.” p. 84. 


VOLUME THE THIRD. 
Page 26. 


[Pe ad of Largez, Largez, i¢ fhould be Largefse, Largefse, 
" as it is ia other copies. The heralds refounded thefe words 


aé 
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as oft as they received of the bounty of the hkuights. See 
<¢ Memoires dela Chewalerie.” tom. p. 1.99.—The exprefion 
is fiill ufed in the form of inftalling knights of the garter. 


Page 28. 


This fragment being very incorrect and imperfect in the 
original MS. hath received fome conjectural emendations, and 
EVEN a upplement of 3 or 4 fianzas compofed from the romance 
of MorTE ARTHUR. 


Page 66. 
o 


A copy of this fonnet, containing fome variations, 1s reprint 
ed in the Muses Liprary p- 295. from an ancient mifcel- 
lany, intitled EXGLAND’s HELICON 1600. 4to. The author 
was NicHoLas Breton, a writer of fome fame in the 
reign of Elizabeth; wno alfo publifhed an interlude intitled 
‘© An old man’s leffin and a young man’s lowe.” 1605, Aro. 
wind many other Little pieces 1 prose and vere, the titles of 
evhich may be feen in. Winftanley, Ames Typog. and 
Ofborne’s Harl. catalog. Sc.—He zs mentioned with great 
refpec? by MzRES, in his 2d pt of Wit?s Common-avealth. 
1598. f. 283...and is alluded to in Beaumont and Fletcher's 
ScornFuL Lapy, 44. 2. and again in Wit WITHOUT 


MONEY, A. 3.—See Whailey’s Ben. Fobnfon, vol. 3. px 103. 


Page 75. 


é 


This ballad was popular in the.time of 2. Ehzabeth, 
being ufually printed with her picture before it, as HEARNE 
informs us in his preface to ** Gul. Neubrig. Hiff. Oxon. 
ria. wo. vol. 1. p. dex?” It is quoted in Fletcher's co- 

1+9 £ - Z 
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medy of the Pilgrim, Ad. 4. je. 1. 


Page 77. 


Fer, co. His bodye lle give to thee.] This avas agrecable 


AH 


oo 
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to the feudal cuftoms : The Lord had a right to give a wife 
to his vaffals. See Shakefpeare’s,  AIPs ewell, thar ends 


ry 
}39 
well, 


Page HII. 


The poem on Guy and AmMarant has deen aifcovered 
to be a fragment of, ** The famous hiftorie of Guy earl of 
** Warwick, by Samutt Rowranps. London, printed by 
SOuFe Bell. 1649. Ato.” ia xii 


‘ Cantos, beginning thus 


** When dreadful Mars in armour every day.” 


Whether the edition in 1649, was the firft, does not appear, 
but the author Sam. ROWLANDS qwats one of the minor ports, 
who lived in the retgns of 2. Elizabeth, and James I. and 
perhaps later. His other poems are chiefly of the religious 
kind, which makes it probable that the hift. of Guy was one 
of his earlie?t performances. There are extant of his (1.) 
“* The betraying of Chriff, Fudas in aifpaire, the feven 
words of our Saviour on the croff2, with other poems on 
** the paffion, Fe. 1598. Ato. { Ames Typ. p. 428.]— (2.) 4 
** Theatre of delightful Recreation. Lond. printed for A. Fobn- 
“fon. 1605.” ato. (Penes editor.) This is a book of poems 
on fubyecis chiefly taken from tbe old Teffament. (3.) ** Me- 
“*mory of Chrif?s miracles, in verfe. Lond. 1618. 4to.” 
(4.) * Heavens glory, earth's vanity, and hells horror. 


> 


Lond. 1638. 8vo. [Thee 2 in Bod, Cat. ] 
uw 


a¢ 


Page 132. 


In ver. 10. 12. Dyand, and Lyand, ought to be tranf- 
pyed. The taunt “ Young man I think ye’re lyand.” is 
wery c haraGer tftical. 


ae 
Page 133. 


Istineron ix Norfolk is probably the place here meant, 


Page 
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Page 138. 


To the tune of §* In pefcod time,” Sc.] The ballad 
here referred tois preferved in the Muses Liprary 8v0. 
p- 281. Ltis an allegory or vifton, intitled ‘* Tue SuHep- 
HERDS SLUMBER,’ and opens with fome pretty rural 
(MALES, ULZ. 

“© In pefcod time when hound to horn 
“© Gives eare till buck be kil'd, 

“© And little lads with pipes of corne 
“ Sate keeping beafts a-field, 


‘6 J avent to gather firawberries 
‘© By woods and groves full fair,” Sc. 


Page 144. 


St. Anthony's well is alfa in the neighbourhood of Eding- 
burgh, 
Page 147. 


The reading at the bottom ‘* Now, pip,” is unneceffarily 
difearded.” Gip, gep, Or guep, is @ common interjection of 
contempt in our old poets. See Gray’s Hudibras, pt. 1. 

‘ canto 3. U. 202. nore. 


Page 159. 


This poem of Ben Fonfon’s is imitated from the firft 
fdyllium of Mofchus. 


Page 170. 
ao 


This little madrigal is in imitation of a Latin poem printed 
at the end of the Variorum Edit. of Petronius, beginning 
«© Semper munditias, femper Bafiliffa, decoras, Oc.” See 
Whalley’s Ben Fonfon, vol. 2. p. 420. 

. Page 
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Page 1go. 


The fong of Dutcina is quoted as very popular in Wal- 
tons Compleat Angler, chap. 2. It is more ancient than the 
Jong of Rosin Goon-Fetiow below, p. 201. which yet 
is fuppofed to have been written by Ben Fonfon. 


Page 202, 


Since this ballad was printed off the Editor hath feen an 
ancrent black-letter copy, containing Jome variations, and in- 
titled, <* The merry pranks of Robin Good-Fellow. To the 
“* tune of Dulcina Sc.” See p. 190. 

To this copy were prefixed two cwooden cuts of Rosin 
Goop-FE.iow, which feem to reprefent the dreffes in which 
this whimfical chara&er was formerly exhibited on the frage. 
To gratify the curious thefe are engraven below. 


THE END OF VOLUME THE THIRD. 
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Errata. Voor, ¥. 
Pref. Pag. xii. lin. 26. for A, r. The. 
Ibid, lin. 30. for Hayes, r. Hailes. 
Pag. 13. lin. penult. after faw dele MS. 
40. /. ult, for * Vol. 1.” r, 66 Vol, gene 
46. wer. 52. r. to cheere, 
57- 1.18.7. ‘than he will ES find it ,° 
67. UV. 199° r. thy fteede 
70. L. ult. for conftant” r, © frequent.” 
408s Ag. russ was formerly not unufual.” 
Ibid. Latin ver. 4. r. triftia jut {ta cano, 
109. v: ro. r. halt and lame. 
Ibid. 1ft line of note, for * begotten’, r. © born. 
I15. Vv. 170. 7, ftabille, 
Ibid. v. 190. r. O perlese. 
128. 1.17. r. §* no Englhi/b clrefs.” 
164. 4th ‘Fak om bottom, r. © an old.’ 
178. f. x. for fet, r. fit. 


BS a. ite F. Caflemeh: 

297. VU. 18. 7. more of his grace than. 

306. 1. 3.7.“ that was faid. to have happened.” 

332. 7. Buthment. p. 112. Ambufhment, ambufh. 

333- Col. 2. 1.8.7. § oloom : or heawinels of heart,” 
264 & ) LS Q 
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